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O Tuou! of Beauty's felf the Pride! 
Whofe magic Graces charm the Heart; 

To ev'ry Excellence ally’d, 

That points the love-infpiring Dart ; 
Whofe Worth’s the Theme of ev'ry Swain, 
Imperial Queen of Hymen’s reign! 


Pride of the Year, fweet Flora ftrows 

Her earlieft Flow’rs thy Paths along, 
While from their Beds of gay Primrofe, 
The Wood-Nymphs fwell thy Natal fongs 
Enamour’d Nature owns thy Sway, 
Viewing lefs fair her Daughter, May ! 


Humility from thy meek Eye 

Sheds a {weet bleffing on the Poor, 
Celeftial Pzeans round thee fly, 

And thy immortal blifs fecure ; 
Where’er the Seafons rove, we fee 
Some Beauty bloom, defign’d for thee ! 


Sublime oeral, lovd RUTLAND, view 
This Offspring of the Britifh Mufe; 

A Flow ry Chaplet twin’d for you, 

That Tints or Luftre will not lofe; 
Their Beauties never know decay, 

Here Genius triumphs over May! 


London, Dec. 16, 1782. WwW, H. 
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T HOUGH the number of books upon the plan of 
this volume is now pretty extcnfive, and all have 
a fufficicnt portion of merit to entitle them to a 
confiderable ihare of applaufe ; yet, the fublime dif- 
play of genius in Mitron, THomson, and Younc, 
were {uch a temptation, that I thought ! could not 
do a greater fervice to the rifing youth of both fexes 
than by making fuch a feledlion as would improve 
the Morals, raife the opinign of Enelith Literature, 
and give confiderable ftrength to the dignity of 
Blocution. ` The +Epifodes are Tuch as no volume can 
parallel, that of the Beauties of Sterne excepted. 
The Reader will fee I have paid more attention 
to them than to fhort fentences, becaufe I am con- 
vinced from experience how much more eftimable 
they ate deemed by the world: the extenfive fale 
of the Beauties of Sterne is a ftriking teftimony of 
the truth of my affertion. A volume of fhort fen- 
tences is a moft ufeful companion fora {chool-boy, 
but a volume like that in qucition is a companion for 
every refiucd reader. I have put ufeful and illultra- 
tive notes to the Beauties of Milton from Dr. 
Newton's Edition of his Works. 


Many are the admirers of Milton, Thomfon, and 
“Young, and ainumber' out of the many have never 
talted the fublime beauties of the frf and the /af 
of thefe poets: they feldom make their appearance 
in front, and thofe readers I hint at will not give 
themfelves time to mow down the weeds for a view 
of the incomparable fewers. = 
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The cheek of Indignation may be crimfoned at 
my Sar there are weeds to be found in the 
writings of Milton, and Young, but that fhall give. 
me very little anxiety. 


The admirers of beautiful writing are many, and, 
fure I am, out of the number, many have never be- 
held its charms! Opinion is as much an obie@ of 
Fafbion, as Tafe, and the features of a fecluded Beauty 
in high life, are as much the theme of the illiterate 
as though they were every inftant in their view. 


I have taken fome pains in the profecution of 
this work, and hope to find thefe Beauties well 
received though they do mot carry the air of 
novelty. 


Indeed when I refleé& that Milton could obtain 
but fifteen pounds for his Paradife Lof_—On Otway, 
Savage, Boyce, and Chatterton, being ftarved to 
death—On Smollet’s Widow advertifing for charity, 
and fee that charity-——wretched indeed! On Officers 
who have bravely fought in defence of our country, 
and whofe children are in the like predicament.— 
When I refle& on thefe things, and turn my eyes on 
objects lefs meritorious, raifed to the pinnacle of 
Fortune, through oftentation, my wonder at the vi- 
tiated choice of the world fubfides into perfe& indif- 
ference, and F fhall reft fatished whether this im- 
mortal offspring of Britifh Genius meets with the 
patronage of the Public or nor. 
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Mir. John Milton was born in London Dec. 9j 
1608, about nine years before Shakefpeare died. He 
had a molt liberal education, and gave feveral 
proofs of his poetic genius before he was feventeen, 
when he was fent to Chriit’s-College, Cambridge, 
where his obliging behaviour, added to his great 
learning and ingenuity, made’ him: regarded wit!t 
admiration and etteem. Having {pent five years at 
this univerfity, and taking up his degree of Matter 
of Arts, he went to his father’s houfe at Horton in 
Buckinghamlhire, where he fpent five years more in 
a learned retirement, in which he wrote his excellent 
mafque of Comus, PAllegro, il Penferofo, and his 
Lycidas, pieces alone fufficient to have rendered his 
name immortal: Atter which his mother dying, he 
obtained leave of his father to make the tour of 
Europe. At Paris, the lord Scudamore introduced 
him to the learned Grotius; at Rome, he gained 
the friendthip of the Marquis of Villa, a nobleman 
of fingular virtue and diftinguifhed merit; and, in 
general, was every where received by the great and 
the learned, with the higheft marks of refpe&. Hav- 
ing thipped off at Venice the books he. collected in 
his travels, he went to Genoa, from whence he fet 
fail to England. 

We fhall pafs over the incidents of his public 
and private life after his return, as well gs the va- 
rious diiputes in which he was engaged, as it is 
not our defign to contider him as a politician, and an 
exccllent profe writer, but as a poet. ‘hough at 
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the reftoration, which happened fome time after he 
had. loft bis fight, his books were burnt by the 
hands of the common hangman. Mr. Milton af- 
ter a fhort confinement eafily obtained his pardon. 
He then retired from the world, and from a princi- 
ple of confcience, bravely refufed (though often 
folicited) to accept of the fame office of Latin fecre- 
tary under Charles II. which he had enjoyed under 
Oliver. In this retirement he wrote his Paradife Lot 
and Regained, and his Samfon Agoniftes. The firit 
one of the fineft poems the world has ever producedy 
the fecond a piece far from being void of merit, and 
the third, an admirable dramatic poem. His Pa- 
radife Loft and Rezained are founded on the 
mot important events, events in which we are all 
interefted. The Mefiiah is his hero, and the Supreme 
with aftonifhing majefty is reprefented uttering his 
decrees, and fending his fon to vanquifh the rebel 
hoit, and to accomplith the great works of creation 
and redemption. The angels are as much diverfified 
in Milton, as the gods in Homer and Virgil: And 
thevinfernal fpirits have each a feparate character, 
which they conftantly futnin: And in his fmailer 
pieces, as his Samfon Agoniftes, Comus, l’Allegro, 
il Penferofo, and Lycidas, there is fuch ftrength of 
expreflion, fuch poetic fire, and fuch a noble dignity, 
beauty, and harmony, as render even thefe perform- 
ances inimitable. Milton’s learning and erudition 
was immenfe, he was a great hiftorian, mathematici- 
an, logician, and divine; he was not only mafler of 
the Greek and Latin, but ofthe Hebrew, Chaldee, 
and Syriac, as well as of the Spamith, French, and 
Italian. He was of ftri& morals, of a cheerful, face- 
tious, and affable temper, and his converfation was 
at once delighttul and infru&tive. He lived till he 
was fixty-fix years of age, died of the gout inthe 
year 1674, and his body was interred in the chancel 
of St. Giles’s, Cripplegate. 
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JAMES THOMSON, an admirable Britifh poet, 
was the fon of a minifter in Scotland, and was born 
at Ednam inthe fhire of Roxburgh, the 11th of Sep- 
tember, 1700, He ftudied at the univerfity of Edin- 
burgh, where Mr. Hamilton, who filled the divinity 
chair, prefcribed to him, for the fubje&t of an exer- 
cife, a pfalm, in which are celebrated the power and 
majefty of God. Ofthis pfaim he gave a paraphrafe 
and illuftration, as the nature of the exercife required; 
but ina ftyle fo highly poetical, that it furprifed the 
whole audience. Mr. Hamilton complimented him 
upon it, but at the fame told him, with a finile, 
that if he thought of being ufeful in the miniftry, he 
muft keep a ftridter rein upon his imagination, and 
exprefs himfelf in language more intelligible to an 
ordinary congregation. From this Mr. Thomfon 
concluded, that the advantages he might receive from 
the ftudy of theology were very precarious; and 
having foon after received fome encouragement from 
a lady of quality, a friend of his mother, then in 
London, he fet out on his journey thither. Though 
this encouragement ended in nothing beneficial, 
his merit did not lie long concealed: Mr. Forbes, © 
afterwards lord prefident of the feflion, received 
him very kindly, and recommended him to fome 
of his friends, particularly to Mr. Aikman,- whofe 
premature death he has affectionately commemorated 
in a copy of verfes written on that occafion., The 
kind reception he met with here emboldened him, in. 
1726, to riik the publication of his admired poem 
called Winter, and from that time his acquaintance 
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was courted by all men. of tafte. Dr. Rundle, after- 
wards bifhop of Derry, received him into his inti- 
mate confidence, and introduced him to his great 
friend the lord chancellor Talbot. In return Mr. 
Vhomfon’s chief care was.to finifh the plan which 
their wifhes had laid out for him: and the expecta- 
tions which his Winter had raifed, were fully fatisi- 
ed by the fucceflive publication of the three other fea- 
fons. Befides thefe, he publifhed in 1727, his Poem 
to the Memory of Sir Ifaac Newton, then lately de- 
ccafed, and alfo his Britannia, a poem. 

His poetical purfuits were now interrupted by his 
attendance on the honcurable Mr. Charles Talbot, 
fon of the lord chancellor, in his travels ; with him 
he vifited moft of the courts of Europe, and what 
judicious obfervations he made on this occafion appears 
trom his excellent poem on Liberty, which he began 
foon after his return to England. But while he was 
writing the firft part of this poem, he received a fe- 
vere fhock by the death of his noble friend and fel- 
Jow-traveller, which was foon followed by another 
deverer Rill, the death of lord Talbot himfelf, whom 
Mr. Thomfon laments in the mof pathetic manner, in 
ihe poem dedicated to his memory. His lordfhip had a 
little before made him fecrctary of the briefs; but 
this place falling with his patron, he found himfelf 
reduced to a fate of precarious dependance, in which 
he paffed the greateft part of the remainder of his life. 

It will not here be improper to mention.an incident, 
which, though omitted in his life prefixed to his 
Works, is worthy of notice. Mr. Thomfon having 
the misfortune to be arretted by one of his creditors, 
the report of his diftrefs reached the ears of Mr. 
Quin, who being told that he was in the hands of a 
bailiff, at a fpunging-houfe in Holborn, went thither, 
and being admitted into the room, was, after fome 
civilities on both fides, invited by Mr. Thomfon to fit 
down. Quin then told him, that he was come to fup 


with him, and had already ordered {upper to be proz — 
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vided, which he hoped he would excufe. Mr. Thom- 
fon made a fuivable reply, and the difcourf turned 
on fubjects of literature. When {upper was over, and 
the glafs had gone briikly round, Quinobferved that 
it was time to enter upon. bufinefs, On which 
Thoinion, thinking he was come about fome affairs 
relating to the drama, declared that he was ready to 
derve him to the utmoft of his capacity, in any thing 
he fhould command. ‘“* Sir (faid Quin) you miitake 
my meaning; Iam in your debt; I owe you a hun- 
dred pounds, and am come to pay you” Thomfon, 
with a difconfolate-air, replied, that as he was a gen- 
tleman whom to his knowledge he had never offended, 
he wondered he {hould come to infult him under his 
misfortunes.. Quin, in return, expreifed his detefta- 
tion of fuch ungenerous behaviour, adding, ‘I fay, 
I owe youa hundred pounds; and there it is,” laying 
a bank-note. of that value before him. ‘Thomfon, 
filed with aftonifhment begged he would explain him- 
felf. ‘“ Why (returned Quin) 11} tell you. Soon af- 
ter I had read your Seafons, I took it in my head, 
that, as I had fomething to leave behind me when I 
died, I would make my will; and among the reft of 
my legatees, | fet down the author of the Seafons a 
hundred pounds ; but this day hearing that you was 
in this houle, I thought I might as well have the plea- 
fure of paying you the money myfelf, as order my 
executors to pay it, when, perhaps, you might have 
lefs need of it” Mr. Thomion expreffed his grateful 
acknowledgments. The fum being much more than 
the debt for which he was confined, he was immedi- 
ately dilcharged, and a very [trict friendfhip fubfifted 
from that time between him and his generous bene- 
factor. y 

The prefits Mr. Thomfon received from his works 
were not inconfiderable; his tragedy of Agamemnon, 
acted in 1738, yielded a good fum. But his chief 
dependance was now on the protection and bounty 
of Frederick, prince of Wales, who, upon the re- 
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commendation of Lord Lyttelton, fettled on him 2 
handfome allowance ; but the mifunderftanding 
which fubfifted between his royal highnefs and.the 
court, prevented his obtaining a licence for his tra. 
gedy of Edward and Elconora. His next dramatic 
performance was the malk of Alfred, written joint- 
ly with Mr. Mallet, for the entertainment of his roy- 
al highnefs’s court, at his f{ummer-refidenee. In 1745, 
his Tancred and Sigilmunda was performed with ap- 
plaufe; and, in the mean time, he had.been finithing 
his Cattle of Indolence, an allegorical poem, in two 
cantos; which was the laft piece Mr. 'Thomfon pub- 
lithed. Soon after, the generous friendfhip of Lord 
Lyttelton procured for him the place of furveyor- 
general of the Leeward JQands, which he enjoyed 
during the two laft years of his life. 

Mr. Thomfon had improved his tafte upon the 
fineft originals, ancient and modern. The antumn 
was his favourite feafon for poctical compofition, and 
the deep filence of the night he commonly chofe for 
his ftudies. The amufements of his Jeifure hours 
were civil and natural hiftory, voyages, and the belt 
relations of travellers. ‘Though he performed on no 
inftrument, he was paffionately fond of mufic, and 
would fometimes liten a full hour at his window to 
the nightingales in Richmond-gardens ; nor was his 
tafte lefs exquifite in the arts of painting, feulpture, 
and architeéture. As for the more diftinguifhing 
qualities of his mind and heart, thev beft appear in 
his writings. ‘There his devotion to the Supreme Be- 
ing, his love of mankind, of his country and friends, 
fhine out in every page; his tendernefs of heart was 
fo unbounded, that it tock in even the brute creation. 
It is not known, that, through his whole life, he ever 
gave any perfon a moment's pain, either by his 
writings or otherwife. He took no part inthe po~ 
litical {quabbles of his time, and was therefore re- 
fpected and left undifiurbed by both fides, ‘Lhefe 
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amiable virtues did not fail of their due reward; the 
applaufe of the public attended all his produđions ; 
his friends loved him with an enthufiaftic ardour, and 
fincercly lamented his untimely death, which hap- 
pened on the 27th of Auguft, 1748, in the 48th 
year of his age. 

His executors were the Lord Lyttelton and Mr. 
Mitchell, by whofe intereft the tragedy of Coriolanus, 
which he had juft finifhed, was brought upon the flage 
to the beĝ advantage. His works, particularly the 
Seafons, have had feveral impreffions. In 1762, 
were publifhed two editions of his works, one in 
two volumes quarto, the other in four volumes duo- 
decimo. With the profits arifing from the former, 
which was printed by fubfeription, a monument was 
erected to his memory in. Weltminfer-abhey ; on 
which he is reprefented in full length, in a fitting 
pofture, with his right-hand upon an open book, and 
his left arm refting on an urn, embellifhed with four 
figures in bafs relief. On the other fide ftandsa 
fmall winged figure holding over the urn, in his 
right hand, a chaplet of bays. Under it are thefe 


lines: 
Tutor'd by thes, {weet Poctry exalts 
Her voice thro’ ages, and informs the page 
With mufic, image, fentiment, and thought 
Never to die. 


Obit Ætatis 48, A, D. 1748. 
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EDWARD YOUNG was born at Upham, near 
Winchefter,in June 1681. He was the fon of Edward 
Young, at that time Fellow of Winchefter College, 
and Reftor of Upham. We find by Mr. Crofts 
life of him that Queen Mary was his god-mother. 
He was placed upon the foundation at Winchef: 
ter College and remained there till the ele@ion af- 
ter bis eighteenth birth-day, the period at which 
thofe upon the foundation are fuperannuated. On 
the 13thof O&ober 1703, he was entered an inde- 
pendent member of New College. In a few months 
the warden of New College died. He then removed 
to Corpus College. In 1708 he was nominated to 
alaw fellowfhip at All-Souls by archbifhop Fen- 
nifon. On the 23d of April 1714, he took his de- 
gree of Bachelor of Civil Laws, and his Doétor’s 
degree on the 1oth of June, 1719. There are who 
relate, that, when firt Young found himfelf inde- 
pendent, and his own mafter at All-Souls, he was 
not the ornament to religion and morality which 
he afterwards became. Young was certainly not 
athamed to be patronized by the infamous Wharton. 
But Wharton befriended in Young, perhaps the Poet, 
and particularly the Tragedian. If virtuous authors 
mult be patronized only by virtuous Peers, who 
fhall point them out? Yet Pope is faid by Ruffhead 
to have told Warburton, that ‘‘ Young had much 
of a fublime genius, though without common fenfe ; 
fo that his genius having no guide, was perpetually 
liable to degenerate into bombat. This made him, 
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pafs a foolifh youth, the fport of peers and poets: 
but his having a very good heart enabled him to 
fupport the clerical charaéter when he aflumed it, 
firft with decency, and afterwards with honour. The 
Poem on the La/? Day was publifhed at Oxford 
May 19, 1713. His next Poem was The Force of 
Religion, or, Vanquifbed Love. ‘This Poem is founded 
on the execution of Lady Jane Gray, and her huf- 
band Lord Guildford, in 1554. The Tragedy of Bo- 
firis was brought upon Drury-lane ftage in 1719. 
And that of the Revenge in 1721. Young, after he 
took orders, became a very popular preacher, and 
was much followed for the grace and animation of his 
delivery. By his oratorical talents, he was once in 
his lite, according to the Biographia, deferted. As 
he was preaching in his turn at St. James’s, he 
plainly perceived it was out of his power to command 
the attention of his audience. ‘This fo affected his 
feelings, that he fat back in the pulpit, and burft in- 
totears. His Satires were originally publifhed fepa- 
rately in folio, the appearance of the firit was about 
the year 1725. “Fheie poems he gathered into one 
publication under the title The Univerfal Paffon. 1t 
is related by Mr. Spence, in his manuicript anec- 
dotes, on the authority of Mr. Rawlinfon, that Young, 
upon the publication of his Univer/al Paffion, receiv- 
ed from the Duke of Grafton two thouland pounds ; 
and that, when one of his friends exclaimed, Two 
thoufand pounds for a Poem! he faid it was the bett 
bargain he ever made in his life, for the poem was 
worth four thoufand. 

When Young was writing a Tragedy, Grafton is 
faid to have fent hima human fkull, with a candle 
in it, asa proper lamp. In July 1730 he was pre- 
fented by his College ro the rectory of Welwyn in 
Hertfordfhire. In April 1732, he married Lady 
Elizabeth Lee, daughter of the Earl of Litchfield, 
and widow of Colonel Lee ; and was deprived of her 
in the year 1740. She was foon followed by an 
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amiable daughter, the child of her former hufband, 
who was jut married to Mr. Temple, fon of Lord 
Palmerfton. Mr. Temple did not long remain after 
his wife. How fuddenly their deaths happened, and 
how nearly together, none who has read the Night 
Thoughts (and who has not read them ?) needs to be 
informed. 

In fatiate Archer! could not one fuffice ? 

Thy thaft flew thrice ; and thrice my peace was fhin; 

Ani thrice, e'er thrice yon moon had fill’d her horn. 
To the forrow Young felt at his loffes we are indebted 
for the Night Thoughts... In 1753, when the Brothers 
had lain by him above thirty years, it appeared upon 
the tage. If any part of his fortune had been ac- 
quired by fervility of adulation, he now determined 
to deduét from it no inconfiderable fum, asa gift 
to the Society for the Propagation of the Gofpel. 
To this fum he hoped the profits of The Brothers 
would amount. In his calculation he was deceived; 
but the Society were not Jofers by the bad fuccets of 
the play. The author made up the fum he intended, 
which was a thoufand pounds, from his own pocket. 
Young and his houfekeeper wereridiculed, with more 
ill-nature than wit, in a kind of Novel publifhed by 
Kidgell in 19755, called The Card, under the names 
of Dr. Elwes and Mrs. Fufby. Kidgell had been 
Young’s curate. In April 1765, at an aye to which 
few attain, a period was put to the life of Young. His 
epitaph is as follows: 


Optimi parentis 
Edwardi Young, LL.D. 
Hujus ecclefiæ reét. 
Et Elizabethe 
Fæm. prænob. 
Conjugis ejus amantifime 
Pio & gratiflimo animo 
Hoc marmor pofuit 
F.a. 
Filius fuperftes. 
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HENCE loathed Melancholy, 
Of Cerberus and blackeft Midnight born, 
In Stygiaa cave forlorn 
*Mongit horrid fhapes, and fhrieks, and fights unm- 
holy, 
Find ont fone uncouth cell, _ 
Where brooding darknefs fpreads his jealous 
wings F, 
And the night-raven fings 5 
There under ebon {hades, and low brow’d rocks, 
As ragged as thy locks, 
Jn dark Cimmerian defert ever dwell f. 


*® This and the following poem are exquifitely beautiful in them 
felyes, but appear much move bedutiful, when they are confidered 
as they were written, in contralt to each other. ‘Yhere is a great 
variety of pleafing images in each of them; and it is remarkable, 
that the Peet reprelents feveral of the fame objects as exciting toth 
mirth and melancholy, and atrecting us differently, according ta 
the diferent difpofitions and affections of the foul. He derives the 
title of both poems from the Italian, which language was then 
principally in vogue. L’dilegreis the chearful merry man. Neawren. 

+ Where breading darknefs). Called fo becaufe darknefs {ets 
the imagination on work, to create ideal forms and beings. 

Warburiin. 

Ț In dark Cimmerian defert.) The Cimmerians were people. 
who lived in caves undér ground, and never faw the dight of the 
fan. Newton. 
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But come thou Goddefs fair and free, 
In Heav'n *ycleap’d Euphrotyne, 

And by men, heart-eafing Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a birth 

With two fifter Graces more 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore ; 

Or whether (as fome fager fing} 

The frolic wind that breathes the fpring, 
Zephyr with Aurora playing, 

As he met her ence a Maying, 

There on beds of violets blue, 

And frefh-blown rofes wafh’d in dew, 
Fill’d her with thee a daughter fair, 
So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 
Hafte thee, Nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeft and youthful Jollity, 

Quips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 
Nods and Becks, and wreathed Smiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe’s cheek, 

And love to live in dimple fleek ; 
Sport that wrinkled Care derides, 
And Laughter holding both his fides. 
Come and trip it as you go 

On the light tantattic toe, 

And in thy right hand lead with thee, 
The mountain nymph, {weet Liberty; 
And it I give thee honor due, 

Mirth, admit me of thy crew 

To live with her, and live with thee, 
In unreproved pleafures free ; 

To hear the lark begin his flight, 

And finging flartle the dull night, 
From his watch-tow’r in the fkies, 
Till the dappled dawn doth rife; 
Then to come in fpite of forrow, 

And at my window bid good morrow, 
Through the fweet-briar, or the vine, 
Or the twifted eglantine: 


* e yclecp'dy called, 
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While the cock with lively din 
Scatters the rear of darknefs thin, 
And to the ftack, or the barn door, 
Stoutly ftruts his dames before: 
Oft lining how the hounds and horn 
Chearly roufe the flumb’ring morn, 
From the fide of fome hoar hill, 
Through the high wood echoing fhrill ; 
Some time walking not unfeen, 
By hedge row elms, on hillocks green, 
Right againft the eaftern gate, 
Where the great fun begins his fate, 
Rob’d in flames, and amber light, 
The clouds in thoufand liveries dight, 
While the plough man near at hand 
Whittles o'er the furrow'd land, 
And the milk-maid fingeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his fithe, 
And every fhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 
*Strait mine eye hath caught new pleafures 
Whilt the landikip round it meafures, 
Rufet lawns, and fallows gray, 
Where the nibbling flocks do ftray, 
Mountains on whofe barren brealt 
‘The lab'ring clouds do often reft, 
Meadows trim with daifies pied, 
Shallow brooks, and rivers wide. 
‘Towers and battlements it fees 
Bofom’d high in tufted trees, 
Where perhaps fome beauty lies, 
The Cynofure of neighb’ring eyes *, 
Hard by, acottage chimney fmokes, 
From betwixt two aged oka 

2 


* The Cynofure of neighb'ring eyes.) Cynsfura is the conftelfation 
of Urfa minor, or the Little Bear next to our pole ; it fignifies a 
guide, 
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Where Corydon and Thyrfis met, 

Are at their favory dinner fet 

Of herbs, and other country meffes, 
Which the neat-handed Phillis drefles ; 
And then in hafte her bow’r fhe leaves, 
With Theftylis to bind the heaves ; 

Or if the earlier feafon lead _ 

To the tann’d haycock in the mead. 
Sometimes with fecure delight 

The upland hamlets will invite, 

When the merry bells ring round, 

And the jocund rebecs found * 

To many a youth, and many a maid, 
Dancing in the chequer’d thade ; 

And young and old come forth to play 
On a funfhine holy-day, 

‘Till the live-long day-light fail ; 

Then to the fpicy nut-brown ale, 

With ftories told of many a feat, 

How fairy Mab the junkets eat, 

She was pincht, and pull’d fhe faid, 
And he by frier’s lanthorn led 

Tells how the drudging Goblin fwet, 
To earn his cream-bow! duly fet 4, 
When in one night, ere glimpfe of morn, 
His thadowy flale hath threfh’d the corn, 
That ten day-lab'rers could not end ; 
Then lies him down the lubber fiend, 
And ftretch’d out all the chimney’s length, 
Bafks atthe fire his hairy ftrength, 


* And the jocund rebecs found.) Rebec is a three- fringed fiddle. 
Newton. 

+ Toearn his cream-bowl duly fet.) Reginald Scot gives a brief 
account of this imaginary fpirit much in the fame manner with this 
of our Author. “ ‘Your grand-dames, maids, were wont to fet 
“(a bowl cf milk for him, for his pains in grinding of malt or muf- 
“ tard, and fweeping the houfe at midnight—— his white bread and 
‘t milk was his ftanding fee.“se—Dilcovery of Witchcraft, Lon- 


dan, 1588 and 1661. 4to. p. 66. Perk. 
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And crop-full out of doors he flings, 
Ere the arft cock his matin rings. 

‘Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 
By whifp’ring winds foon lull’d afleep. 
Yowered cities pleafe us then, 

And the bufy hum of men, 

Where throngs of knights and barons bold 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold, 
With ftore of ladies, whofe bright eyes: 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit, or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace, whom all commend. 
There Jet Hymen oft appear 

In fatfron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and fealt, and revelry, 
With malk, and antique pageantry ; 
Such fights as youthful poets dream 
On fummer eves by haunted {tream. 
‘Then to the well-trod ftage anon, 

If Johnfon’s learned fock be on, 

Or fweetelt Shakefpeare, fancy’s child, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild. 
And ever againfl eating cares, 

Lap me in {oft Lydian airs, 

Married to immortal verfe, , 

Such as the meeting foul may pierce 

In notes, with many a winding bout 
OF linked fweetnefs long drawn out, 
With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice throuyh mazes running, 
Untwitting all the chains that tie 

The hidden foul cf harmony ; 

That Orpheus telf may heave his head 
From golden flumber on a bed 

Of heapt Elyfian flow'rs, and hear 
Such {trains us would have won the ear 


: 
B. 3 
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OF Pluto, to have quite fet free 
His half.regain’d Eurydice. 
Thefe delights, if thou cant give, 
Mirth, with thee I mean to live. 
Vol, IV. p. 50. 
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HENCE vain deluding joys, 

The brood of folly without father bred, 
How little you befted, 

Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys ? 
Dwell in fome idle brain, 

And fancies fond with gaudy fhapes peffefs, 
Asthick and numberlefs 

Asthe gay motes that people the fun-beams, 
Or likeft hovering dreams 

The fickle penfioners of Morpheus’ train +. 
But hail thou Goddels, fage and holy, 
Hail divinet Melancholy, 
Whofe faintly vifage is too bright 
T'o hit the fenfe of human fight, 
And therefore to our weaker view 
O’erlaid with black, ftaid Wifdom’s hue ; 
Black, but fuch as in efteem 
Prince Memnon’s fiter might befeem, 


* I? Penfersfa is the thovghtful melancholy man; and Mr, 
Thyer concurred with me in obfeiving that this poem, both in its 
model and principal circum Rances, is taken from a fong in praife of 
melancholy, in Fictcher’s Comedy, called the Nice Valor , or, Paf- 
Jiinate Wadman, Neawton. 

F The fickle penfioners of Morpheus? train.) Morpheus, the mi» 
niler of Somnus or Sleep, fo called becauft he feigns the very coun- 
tenances, words, manneis, and gefluies of mankind, and exhibits 
them in dreame. Pik. 
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Or that ftarr`d Ethiop queen that trove * 
To fet her beauties praife above 

The Sea-Nymphs, and their pow’rs offended : 
Yet thou art higher far defcended, 

Thee bright-hair’d Vela long of yore t 
To folitary Saturn bore ; 

His daughter fhe (in Saturn’s reign, 
Such mixture was not held a ftain). 

Oft in glimmering bow’rs and glades 

He met her, and in fecret fhades 

Of woody Ida's inmoft grove, 

While yet there was no fear of Jove. 
Come penfive Nun, devout and pure, 
Sober, ftedfaft, and demure, 

Allin a robe of darkelt grain, 

Flowing with majeftic train, 

And fable ftole of Cyprus lawn, 

Over thy decent fhoulders drawn.. 

Come, but keep thy wonted ftate, 

With even Qep, and mufing gait, 

And looks commercing with the fkies, 
Thy rapt foul fitting inthine eyes: 
There held in holy paffion fill, 

Forget thyfelf to marble, till 

With a fad leaden downward caft 

Thou fix them on the earth as fah : 

And join with thee calm Peace, and Quiet,., 
Spare Taft, that oft with Gods doth diet. 
And hears the Mufes in a ring 

Ay round about Jove’s altar ting : 

And add to thefe retired Leifure, 

‘That in trim gardens takes his pleafure; 


* Or that flarr'd Ethich Queen, Ge.) Caftiope, wile of Cepheus, 
King of Ethiopia. Ste was the mother ot Andromeda, and was 
taken into Heavens for which lat reafon M.lton calls her the 


Starr d Ethisp Quzen. 


F Ther bright-bair'd Fiffi, Gc) Oneor the goddeifes of the ane 


ciente. 
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Bat firk, and chiefeft, with thee bring, 
Him that yon fours on golden wing, 
Guiding the fery-whecled throne, 

‘The Cherub Contemplation ; 

And the mute Silence hikt along, 

*Lefs Philomel will deign a fong, 

Tn her fweetett, faddeft plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoko, 
Gently o’er th’ accuftom'd oak ; 

Sweet bird that thunn’ft the noife of folly *, 
Mott mufical, moft melancholy ! 

‘Thee chauntrefs oft the woods among 

I woo to hear thy even-fong ; 

And milling thee, I walk unfeen 

On the dry fmooth-fhaven green, 

‘To behold the wand’ring moon, 

Riding near her higheft noon, 

Like one that had been led aftray 
Through the Heav’n’s wide pathlefs way, 
And oft, as if her head fhe bow’d, 
Ltooping through a flzecy cloud. 

Oft on a plat of rifing ground, 

{ hear the far-off Curfeu found 4, 


* Sweet brd, Gc.) TIt is remarkable that here he begins his 
time hom evening, as in L’ Allegro from the caily morning ; and 
here with the nightingale as there with the lark. And as Mr. 
Vhyer oblerves, this rapturous flart of the Poet's fancy in praife of 
his favourite bird is extreme'y natura! and beantiful: and ‘tis 
worth the reader’s while toa to olvferve, how finely he makes it 
ferve to connect his fubjeét, and infenfbly as it were to introduce 
the following charming nipht-(ene. Nex ten. 

F I hear the fori Curfew feund, Gc) William the Con. 
queror, in the frit year of his regn, conmanded that in every 
town and villige a bell thould be rung every might at eight of the 
clock, and that all perfons fheu'd then put oat their fire and candle, 
and go to hed; the ringing of which bell was called Curten, M. 
Crucre-few, that is, cover fire. The frequent alliteration of the 
fetter $, initnitably exprels the motion and tuund ol a great heuvy 
bell, We almott think we hear it, 


Over feme wide-water’d (hore, 
Swinging fow with lulen rear. * Stet 
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Over fome wide water’d fhore, 
Swinging flow with fullen roar ; 

Or if the air will not permit 

Some ftill removed place will fit, 

Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 

Far from all refort of mirth, 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or the bellman’s drowfy charm, 

To bleis the doors from nightly harm: 
Or let my lamp at midnight hour, 

Be feen in fome high lonely tow’r, 
Where I may oft out-watch the Bear*, 
With thrice great Hermes, or unfphere{ 
‘The tpirit of Plato to unfold 

What worlds, or what valt regions hold 
‘The immortal. mind that hath forfook 
Her manton in this flefhly nook : 

And of thofe Demons that are found 

In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 
Whofe power hath a true confent 

With planet, or with element. 

Sometime let gorgeous tragedy 

In fcepter’d pall coming fweeping by, 
Prefenting Thebes, or Pelops line, 

Or the tale of Troy divine, 

Or what (though rare) of later age 
Ennobled hath the bufkin'd Rage. 

But, O fad Virgin, that thy power 
Might rafe Mulæus from his bower t 


* Where I may oft out-watch the Bear.) The conftellation fo 
called, that never lets, Neauten. 

F With thrice great Hermes.) Hermes Trifimegiflus, The 
Egyptian philofopher, flourifhed a little after Moles. He main- 
tamed the truth of one God againit the idolatry and polytheifn 
of his countrymen. Peck. 

| Mizkt raife Mufeus from his bower.) The poet Mufeus 
makes the molt diftinguifhed figure in Virg:l’s Elyfium, 
En, Vi. 667, ~ Newton, 
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Or bid the foul of Orpheus fing 

Such notes, as warbled to the itring, 
Drew iron tcars down Pluto’s cheek, 
And made Hell grant what love did feck. 
Or call up him that left half told 

The itory of Cambufcan bold *, 

Of Cambull, and of Alyartife, 
And who had Canace to wife, 
That own’d the virtuous ring and glafs, 
And of the wondrous horfe of brafs, 
On which the Tartar king did ride; 
And if ought elfegreat bards befide 
Tn fage and folid tunes have fung, 
Of turneys and of trophies hung, 
Of forefts, and inchantments drear, 
Where more is meant than meets the ear. 
Thus night oft fec me in thy pale career, 
‘Till civil fuited morn appear, 
Not trickt and frounc’d as fhe was wont + 
With the Attic boy to hunt, 

But kercheft in a comely cloud, 
While rocking winds are piping loud, 
Or ufher’d with a fhower {till, 
When the guft hath blown his fill, 
Ending on the rultling leaves, 
With minute drops from. off the eaves. 
And when the fun begins to fling 
His flaring beams, me Goddefs bring 
To arched walks of twilight groves, 
And fhadows brown that Sylvan loves 
Of pine, or monumental oak, 
Where the rude ax with heaved ftroke 
Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 
Or fright them from their hallow’d haunt. 


* The flory of Cambufcan bold.) He means Chaucer and his 
Squire's tale. Newton. 

+ Not TRICKT and rRoUNC'D as fhe was wont.) Trickt fig- 
nifies dreft. Froune’d, crifped, curled, frizzled, Newton 
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Therein clofe covert by fome brook, 
Where no profaner eye may look, 
Hide me from day’s garifh eye, 
While the bee with honied thie, 
That at her flow’ry work doth fing, 
And the waters murmuring, 
With fuch confort as they keep, 
Entice the dewy-teather’d fleep ; 
And let fome ftrange myftcrious dream 
Wave at his wings in aery ftream 
Of lively portraiture difplay’d, 
Softly on my eye-lids laid. ‘ 
And as ] wake, {weet mulic breathe 
Above, about, or underneath, 
Sent by fome fpirit to mortals. good,, 
Or th’anfeen Genius of the wood. 
But Jet my due feet never fail 
To walk the ftudious cloyfters pale, 
And love the high embowed roof, 
With antic pillars mafly proof, 
And ftoried windows richly dight,, 
Cafting a dim religious light. 
There let the pealing organ blow,, 
To the full-voic’d quire below, 
In fervice high, and anthems clear, 
As may with iweetnefs through mine car, 
Diffolve me into extafies, 
And bring all Heav’n before mine eyes.. 
And may at Jait my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage, 
‘Lhe hairy gown and molly cell, 
Where I may fit and rightly fpell 
Of every ftar that Heav’n doth fhew, 
And every herb that fips the dew ; 
Till old experience do attain 
To fomething like prophetic ftrain. 
Thefe pleafures Melancholy give. 
And I with thee will choofe to live. 
Vol. IV. p. 63. 
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The Arrival of Satan at Hell ; and the Allegory 
of Sin and Dear *. 


SATAN with thoughts inflam’d of high’ft defign,, 

Puts on fwift wings. and tow’rds the gates of hell 

Explores his folitary flight ; fouietimes 

He fcours the right hand coalt, fometimes the left, 

Now fhaves with level wing the decp, then foars 

Up toghe fiery concave tow'ring high, 

As when far off at fea a fleet defery’d. 

Hangs in the clouds, by cquino@ial winds. 

Clofe failing from Bengala, ov the ifles 

Of Ternate and Tidore, whence merchants bring: 

‘Their dpicy drugs: they on the trading flood 

‘Through the wide Ethiopian tothe Cape 

Ply, ftemming nightly tow’rd the pole: fo feem'd 

Far off the flying Fiend: at laft appear 

HelJl-bounds, high reaching to the horrid roof, 

And thrice three fold the gates; three folds were 
brafs, 

Three iron, three of adamantine rock; 

AImpenctrable, impal’d with circling fire, 


* The flight of Satan to the gates of Hell is finely imaged. The 
genealogy of the feveral perfons is contrived with great delicacy; Sin 
rs the daughter of Satan, and Death the offepring of Sin. The 
reader will obferve how naturally the three perfons concerned in 
this allegory are tempted. by one commen interelt to enter intoa 
Confederacy together, and how properly Sin is mace the portrefs of 
Jiki, and the only being that-can open the gates to that world «t 
tortures. The defcriptive part of this allegory is hikewilfe very 
ftrong, and full of fublime ideas. 

Aldjia. 


I leok upon the fublimity of Homer, and the majefly of Virgil 
with fomewhat lefs reverence than I ufed todo. [challenge you, 
with all your partiality, to hew me inthe fii tof thefe any thing 
equal tothe allegory of Sin and Death, either as to the greatnels 
and juftnefs of the inventions, or the height and beauty of the co- 
loving, Atterbury ta Pipe, 


Tue BEAUTIES or MILTON. iy 


Yet unconfum’d. Before the gates there fat 

On either fide a formidable thape ; 

The one feem’d woman to the wailt, and fair, 

But ended foul in many a italy fold 

Voluminous and yalt, a fevpent arm’d 

With mortal ting: about her middle round. 

A cry of hell hounds never cealing bark’d 

With wide Cerberean mouths full loud, and rung: 

A hideous peal; yet, when they lilt, would creep, 

If ought diiturb’d their noiie, into her womb, 

And kennel there ; yet there fill bark’d and how!ld, 

Within uniten. Far Jels abhorr’d than thefe 

Vex’d Scylla bathing in the fea that parts 

Calabria trom the hoarfe Trinacrian thorc : 

Nor uglier follow the nizght-hag, when call’d 

In fecret, riding through the air the comes, 

Lud with the imell of infant-blood, to dance 

With Lapland witches, while the lab’ring moon 

Ecliptes at cheir charms. "Che other fhape, 

If thape it might be call’d that fhape had none 

Diittinguithab!e in member, joint, or limb ; 

Or fubitance might be call'd that thadow feem’d, 

For cach teem’d either; black it ftood as Night, 

Fierce as ten Vuries, terrible as Hell, 

And fhook a dreadful dart; what feem’d his head 

‘The likenefs of a kingly crown had on. 

Satan was now at hand, and from his feat 

The moniter moving onward came as: faft 

With horrid rides ; Hell trembled ashe ftrode. 

‘Th’ undaunted Fiend what this might beadmir’d, 

Admir’d, not fear’d ; God and his Son except, 

Created thing nought valu`d he nor fhunn’d ; 

And with ditdainful look thus firt began. 
Whence and what art thou, execrable fhape, 

That darf, thou grim and terrible, advance 

‘Thy mifcreated front athwart my way 

‘To yonder gates ? through them I mean-to pafs, 

Thatbe aflur’d, without leave afk’d of thee: 
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Retire, or tafte thy folly, and learnby proof, 

Hell-born, not to contend with {pirits of heaven. 
‘Lo whom the goblin full of wrath reply’d. 

Art thou that traitor-Angel, art thou He, 

Who firit. broke peace in Heav'n and faith, till then 

Unbroken; and in proud rebellious arms 

Drew atter him the third part of Heav’n's fons, 

Conjur’d againit the Highelt ; for which both thou 

And they, outcaft from God, are here condemn‘d 

‘To waite eternal days in woe and pain? 

And reckon’tt thou thyfelt with Spirits of Heav’n. 

Hell-doonyd, and breath’ft defiance here and {corn 

Where-I reign king, and to enrage thee more, 

Thy king and lora ? Back to thy punifhment, 

Falie fugitive, and to thy {peed add wings ;. 

Let with a whip of fcorpions- ! purfue 

‘Thy ling’ring, or with one ftroke of this dart 

Strange horror feize thee, and pangs unfelt before. 
So ipake the grifly terror, and in fhape, 

So fpeaking and fo-threatning, grew tenfold 

More dreadful and deform.- On th’ other fide 

Incens d with indignation Satan ood 

Unterrify’d ; and like a comet burn’d, 

That fires the length of Ophiuchus huge 

In th’ arctic iky, and from his horrid hair 

Shakes peftilence and war. Euch at the head 

Level’d his deadly atm; their fatal hands 

No fecond ftroke intend ; and fuch a frown 

Each cait at th’ other, as when two black clouds, 

With Heav’n’s artillery fraught, come rattling on 

Over the Cafpian, then ftand front to front, 

Hovering a {pace, till winds the fignal blow 

To join their dark encounter in mid air: 

So trown’d the mighty combatants, that Hell 

Grew darker at their trown; fo match’d they ftood à 

For neverbut once more was either like 

‘To meet fo great a foe: and now great deeds 

Had been atchiev’d, whereof all Hell had rung 
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Had not the fnaky forcerefs that fat 
Valt by Hell-gate, and kept the fatal key, 
Ris’n, and with hideous outery :ufh'd between.. 
© Father, what intends thy hand, fhe cry’d, 
Againit thy only Son? Whatiury, O Son, 
Pofleffes thee to bend that mortal dart 
Againft thy Father’s hcad? and know ft for whom: 
For him who fits above and laughsthe while 
At thee, ordain’d his drudge, to execute 
Whate'er his wrath, which he calls juftice, bids ; 
His wrath, which one day will deltroy ye both. 
She {pake, and at her words the hellith pelt 
Forbore; then thefe to her Satan return’d. 
So ftrange thy outcry, and thy words fo ftrange 
Thou interpofeft, that my fudden hand 
Prevented {pares to tell thee yet by deeds 
What it intends ; till firk I know of thee, 
What thing thou art, thes double-form’d, and why 
In this infernal veal firit met thou calit 
Me Father, and that phantafm call’ft my Son: 
1 know thee not, nor ever faw till now 
Sight more deteftable than him and thec.. 
"t’’ whom thus the portrefs of Fiell-gate reply’d. 
Haft thou forgot me then, and do. I feem 
Now in thine eye fo foul? once dcem’d fo fair 
In Heav'n, when at th’ aflemobly, and in fight 
Of all the Seraphim with thee combin’d 
Tn bold confpiracy againft Heav’n’s King, 
All on a fudden miferable pain 
Surpris’d thee, dim thine eyes, and dizzy fwum 
In darknefs, while thy head. flames thick and faft 
‘Threw forth; till on the left fide op’ning wide, 
Likeft to thee in fhape and count’nance bright, 
Then fhining heav’nly fair, a goddefs arm’d 
Out of thy head I fprung : amazement feiz'd 
All th’ hok of Heav’n; back they recoil’d, afraid 
At fir, and call’d me Sin, and for a fign 
Portentous held me ;, but familiar grown, 
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I pleas’d, and with attractive graces won 

The moit averfe, thee chiefly, who full oft 
‘Vhytelf in me thy perfect image viewing 

Becam it enamour’d, and fuch joy thou took‘ 
With mein fecret, that my womb conceiv’d 

A growing burden. Mean while war arofe, 

And fields were fought in Heav’n; wherein remain’d 
(For what could elle?) to our almighty foe 

Clear victory, to our part lofs and ront 
Through all the empyrean, down they fell 
Driv’n headlong from the pitch of Heaven, down 
Into this deep ; and in the general fall 

Talfo; at which time this pow’rful key 

Into my hand was giv’n, withcharge to keep 
‘Thefe gates for ever hut, which none can pis . 
Without my opening. Penfive here 1 fat 
Alone, but long [iat not, till my womb 
Pregnant by thee, and now exceflive grown, 
Prodigious motion felt, and rueful throes, 

At laft this odious offspring whom thou feeft, 
Thine own begotten, breaking violent way 

Tore through my entrails that with fear and pain 
Diltorted, all my nether fhape thus grew 
Transform’d: but he my inbred enemy 

Forth iffu’d, brandifhing his fatal dart 

Made to deftroy : I fled, and cry'd out, Death; 
Hell trembled at the hideous name, and figh’d 
From all her caves, and back refounded, Death. 
I fled; but he purfu’d, (though more, it feems, 
Inflam'd with luft than rage,) and, fwifter far, 
Me overtook his mother, all difmay’d, 

And in embraces forcible and foul 

Ingend’ring with me, of that rape begot 

‘Thefe yelling monfters, that with ceafelefs cry 
Surround me, as thou faw'ft, hourly conceiv'd 
And hourly born, with forrow infinite 

To me ; for when they lift, into the womb 
That bred them they return, and howl, and gnaw 
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My bowels, their repaft; then burfting forth 
Afreth with confcious terrors vex me round, 
That rett or intermiffion none I find. 
Before mine eyes in oppofition fits 
Grim Death, my fon and foe; who fets them on, 
And me his parent would full foon devour 
For want of other prey, but that he knows 
His end with mine involv’d ; and knows that I 
Should prove a bitter morfel, and his bane, 
Whenever that fhall be; fo fate pronounc’d. 
But thou, O Father, l forewarn thee, fhun 
His deadly arrow; neither vainly hope 
To be invulnerable in thofe bright arms, 
Though temper’d heay’nly ; for that mortal dint, 
Save he who reigns above, none can refift. 
She finifh’d ; and the fubtle Fiend his lore 
Soon learn’d, now milder, and thus anfwer’d fmooth. 
Dear Daughter, fince thou claim’ft me for thy fire, 
And my fair fon here fhow’ft me, the dear pledge 
OF dalliance had with thee in Heav'n, and joys 
Then fweet, now fad to mention, through dire change 
Befall’n us, unforefeen, unthought of ; know 
I come no encmy, but to fet free 
From out this dark and difmal houfe of pain 
Both him and thee ; and all the Heav’nly hott 
Of Spirits, that in our juft pretences arm’d 
Fell with us from on high: trom them I go 
This uncouth errand fole, and one for all 
Myfelf expofe, with lonely fteps to tread 
TR unfounded decp, and through the void immenfe 
‘Yo fearch with wand’ring queh a place foretold 
Should be, and, by concurring figns, ere now 
Created vait and round; a place of bliis 
In the pourlieus of Heav'n, and therein plac’d 
A race of upftart creatures, to dupply 
Perhaps our vacant room; though more remov’d, 
Lett Heav’n furcharg’d with potent multitude 
Might hap to move new broils. Be this, or angie 
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Than this more fecret, now defign’d, 1 hafle 
To know; and this once known, fhall foon return, 
And bring ye to the place where thou and Death 
Shall dwell at eafe, and up and duwn unfeen 
Wing filently, the buxom air, imbalm’d 
With odours ; there ye fhall be fed and All’d, 
Immeafurably, all things fhall be your prey. 
He ceas'd, for both feem’d highly pleas’d, and 
Death 
Grinn’d horrible a ghaftly fmile, to hear 
His famine fhould be fill’'d; and blefs’d his maw 
Deftin’d to that good hour: no lefs rejoic’d 
His mother bad, and thus befpake her fire. 
The key of this infernal pit by due, 
And by command of Heav’n’s all-pow’rful King, 
I keep, by him forbidden to unlock 
Thefe adamantine gates ; againft all force 
Death ready ftands to interpofe his dart, 
Fearlefs to be o’ermatch’d by living might. 
But what owe I to his commands above 
Who hates me, and hath hither thruft me down 
Into this gloom of Tartarus profound, 
To fit in hateful office here confin'd, 
Inhabitant of Heav’n, and heav’nly born, 
Here in perpetual agony and pain, 
With terrors and with clamours compafs'd round 
Of mine own brood, that on my bowels feed ? 
Thou art my Father, thou my author, thou 
My being gav’ft me; whom fhould. I obey 
But thee? whom follow? thou wilt bring me foon. 
To that new world of light and blifs, among 
The gods who live at eafe, where I fhall reign 
At thy right hand voluptuous, as befeems 
Thy daughter and thy darling, without end. 
Thus faying, from her fide the fatal key, 
Sad intrument of all our. woe, fhe took ;. 
And tow’rds the gate rolling her beltial train, 
Forthwith the huge portcullis high up drew ¢ 
Which but herfelf, not ail the Styyian powers 
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Could once have mov’d ; then in the key-hole turns 
Tl’ intricate wards, and every bolt and bar 
Of mally iron or folid rock with cafe 
Unfaftens : on a fudden open fly 
With impetuous recoil and jarring found 
Th’ infernal doors, and on their hinges grate 
Harih thunder, that the loweft bottom {hook 
Of Erebus *. She open’d, but to fhut 
Excell’d her pow’r ; the gates wide open ftood, 
That with extended wings a banner’d hof, 
Under fpread enfigns marching might pafs through 
With horfe and chariots rank’d in loofe array ; 
So wide they ftood, and like a furnace mouth 
Caf forth redounding fmoke and ruddy flame. 
Before their eyes in fudden view appear 
The fecrets of the hoarydeep, a dark 
Tilimitable ocean, without bound, 
Without dimenfion, where length, breadth,and height, 
And time, and place are loft ; where eldeft Night 
And Chaos, anceftors of Nature, hold 
Eternal anarchy, amidit the noife 
Of endlefs wars, and by confufion ftand. 

Paran. Lost, Book Il. p. 139, 


* The moft profound cepth of Heil. Newton, 


Mitton’s Addrefs to the SUN, 


Hart, holy Light, offspring of Heav’n firft-born, 
Or of th’ Eternal coeternal beam 

May LIexprefs thee unblam’d? fince God is light, 
And never but in unapproached light 

Dwelt from eternity, dwelt then in thee, 

Bright efiluence qf bright cilence increatc. 
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Or hear’ftthou rather pure ethereal ream, 
Whofe fountain who fhall tell ? Before the fun,. 
Before the Heav’ns thou wert, and at the voice 
Of God, as with a mantle didf inveft 

The rifing world of waters dark and deep, 

Won from the void and formlefs infinite *. 

Thee I reviiit now with bolder wing, 

Efcap’d the Stygian pool, though long detain’d 
In that obfcure jojourn ; while in my flight 
‘Through utter and through middle darknefs borne fs 
With other notesthan to th’ Orphéan lyre $, 

I fung of Chaos and eternal Night ; 

Taught by the heav’nly Mufe to venture down 
‘The dark defcent, and up to reafcend, 

Though hard and rare: thee! revifit fafe, 

And feel thy fov’reign vital lamp ; but thou 
Revifir'ft not thefe eyes, that roll in vain 

To find thy piercing ray, and find no dawn ; 
So thick a drop ferene hath quench’d their orbs, 
Or dim fuffufion veil’d. Yet not the more 
Ceafe Ito wander, where the Muies haunt 
Clear fpring, or thady grove, or funny hill, 
Smit with the love of facred fong ; but chief 
Thee, Sion, andthe flow’ry brooks beneath §, 
That wath thy hallow'd feet, and warbling flow, 
Nightly I vift : nor fometimes forget 


* Won from the wid ond farmlefs infinite.) Vad mut not here 
be undcritood as emptine/s, for Chaos is detcribed full of matter, hut 
mod, as deflitute of any rormed bsing, void as the earth was when 
firft created, Rickard {21 

T Trugh utter and through middle darknefi.) Through Hell, 
which is atten called utter darknefi, and through the great gulf ba- 


tween Helfand Heaven, the middle darkiefi. Newt, 
t Orpléiaa lyre) Orphens made a hymn to Nights which is 
fill extunt, he allo wiotescf the creation out of Chaos, Orpheus 


was infpired by his mother Caliope oniy, Mitton by the Fea eemy 
Mafe; (aerciore he boatts he fang with other notes then Orpheus, 
though the fubjvAs were the fame. 3 Rauhari fi. 


§ —— the finv'ry broski beneaté.} Kedon and Siloh, 
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Thofe other two equall’d with me in fate, 
So were I equall’d with them in renown, 
Blind Thamyris, and blind Mæonides *, 
And Virefias, and Phineus, prophets old: 
‘Then feed on thoughts, that voluntary move 
Harmonious numbers; as the wakeful bird 
Sings darkling, and in fhadiel covert hid 
Tunes her nocturnal note. Thus withthe year 
Seafons return, but not to me returns 
Day, or the fweet approach of ev’n or morn, 
Or fight of vernal bloom, or fummer’s rofe, 
Or flocks, or herds, or human face divine ; 
Dut cloud infiead, and ever-during dark 
Surrounds me, from the chearful ways of men 
Cut off, and tor the book of knowledge fair 
Prefented with a univerial blank 
Of nature’s works to me expung’d and ras’d, 
And wifdom at ane entrance quite {hut out. 
So nmch the rather thou, celeitial light, 
Shine inward, and the mind through all her powers 
Trradiate, there plant eyes, all milt from thence 
Purge and difperfe, that I may fee and tell 
Of things invilible to mortal fight. 

Pain. Lost, Book If, 


* Blind Vhareyet and blind Meier.) Maguides is Homer, flo 
called trom the name of his father Mon. = Tiarayris was a Thraci- 
ao by birth, and invented the Doric mood or meature. 


Appress from the Derry to his Son. 


O Thou in Heaven and Earth the only peace 
Found out for mankind under wrath, O'thou 

My fole complacence ! well thou know’ how dear 
To me are all my works, nor Man the leaft, 


h 
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Though lak created ; that for him I fpare 

Thee from my bofom and right hand, to fave, ° 
By lofing thee awhile, the whole race loft. 
Thou therefore, whom thou only canit redeem, 
Their nature alfo to thy nature join ; 

And be thyfelf Man among men on earth, 

Made flefh, when time fhail be, of virgin feed, 
By wondrous birth ; be thou in Adam's room 
The head of all mankind, though Adam’s fon. 
As in him perifh all men, fo in thee, 

As from a fecond root, fhall be reftor’d 

As many as are reftor'd, without thee none. 

His crime makes guilty all his fons; thy merit 
Imputed fhall abfolve them who renounce 

Their own both righteous and unrighteous deeds, 
And live in thee traniplanted, and from thee 
Receive new life. So Man, as is mof juft, 

Shall fatisfy for Man, bejudg’d, and die, 

And dying rife, and rifing with him raife 

His brethren, ranfom’d with his own dear life. 
So heav'nly love fhal! outdo hellith hate 

Giving to death, and dying to redeem, 

So dearly to redeem what hellifh hate 

So eufily deftroy’d, and ftill deftroys 

In thofe who, when they may, accept not grace. 
Nor thalt thou, by defcending to affume 

Man’s nature, leffen or degrade thine own. 
Becanie thou halt, though thron’d in highett blifs, 
Equal to God, and equally enjoying 

God-like fruition, quitted all, to fave 

A world from utter lofs, and haft been found 

By merit more than birthright Son of God, 
Found worthielt to be fo by being good, 

Far more than great or high ; becaufe in thee 
Love hath abounded more than glory abounds ; 
Therefore thy humiliation fhall exalt 

With thee thy manhood alfo to this throne ; 
Here fhalt thou fit incarnate, here fhall reign 
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Both God and Man, Son both of God and Man, 
Anointed univerial King ; all power 
I give thee; reign for ever, and affume 
Thy merits; under thee, as head fupreme, 
Thrones, Princedoms, Pow’rs, Dominions I reduce: 
All knees to thee fhall bow, of them that bide 
In Heav’n, or Earth, or under Earth in Hell. 
When thou attended glorioufly from Heav’n 
Shalt in the fky appear, and from thee fend 
The fummoning Archangels to proclaim 
Thy dread tribunal ; forthwith from all winds 
The living, and forthwith the cited dead 
Of all pat ages, to the general doom 
Shall haflen ; fuch a peal fhall roufe their fleep. 
Then all thy faints affembled, thou fhalt judge 
Bad menand Angels; they arraign’d fhall fink 
Beneath thy fentence ; Hell, her numbers full, 
Thenceforth fhall be for ever fhut. Mean while 
The world fhall burn, and from her afhes fpring 
New Heavw’n and Earth, wherein the juf thall dwell, 
And after all their tribulations long, 
See golden days, fruithful of golden deeds, 
With joy and love triumphing, and fair truth. 
Then thou thy regal fceptre fualt lay by, 
For regal fceptre then no more fhall need, 
God fhall be allinall. But all ye Gods, 
Adore him, who to compafs all this dies ; 
Adore the Son, and honor him as me. 

No fooner had th’ Almighty ceas’d, but all 
The multitude of Angels, with a fhout Y 
Loud as from numbers without number, fweet 
As from blefs’d voices, uttering joy, Heay’n rung 
With jubilee, and loud Hofannas fill’d 
Th’ eternal regions: lowly reverent, 
Tow’rds either throne they bow, and to the ground 
With folemn adoration down they caft 
Their crowns inwove with amarant and gold; 
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Immortal amarant *, a flow'r which once 

In Paradife, falt by the tree of life, 

Began to bloom; but foon for man’s offence 

To Heav’n remov’d, where firft it grew, there grows, 

And flow’rs aloft fhading the fount of life, 

And where the river of blifs through midf of 
Heav'n 

Rolls o'er Elyfian flow’rs hervamber ftream : 

With thefe that never fade, the fpirits ele& 

Bind their refplendent locks, inwreath’d with beams; 

Now in loofe garlands thick thrown off, the bright 

Pavement, that like a fea of jaiper fhone, 

Impurpled with celeftial rofes {mil’d. 

Then crown'd again, their golden harps they took ; 

Harps ever tun’d, that glittering by their fide 

Like quivers hung, and with preamble fweet 

Of charming fymphony they introduce 

Their facred fong, and waken raptures high ; 

No voice exempt, no voice but well could join 

Melodious part, fuch concord is in Heav'n. 


Paran. Lost, Book III. p. 64. 


* Immortal amarart, Ge.) A flower of a purple velvet colour, 
which though gathered, keeps its beauty when all other flowers lade, 
recovering its luftre by being {prinkled with a little water, as Pliny 
athirms. 
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SavTan’s Addre/s to the Sun.* 


O ‘Thowthat, with furpaffing glory crown’d, 
J.ook'tt from thy fole dominion like the god 

Of this new world; at whofe fight all the ftars 
Hide their diminifh'’d heads; to thee I call, 

But with no friendly voice, and add thy name, 
O Sun, to tell thee how I hate thy beams, 

That bring to my remembrance from what ftate 
I fell, how glorious once above thy {phere ; 

Till pride, and worle ambition, threw me down, 
Warring in Heav’n againft Heav’n’s matchlefs King. 
Ah wherefore! he deferv’d no fuch return 

From me, whom he created what I was, 

In that bright eminence, and with his good 
Upbraided none ; nor was his fervice hard. 
What could be lefs than to afford him praife, 
‘The eafieft recompenfe, and pay him thanks, 
How due! yet all his good prov’d ill in me, 

And wrought but malices lifted up fo high 

I fdeind + fubjection, and thought one ftep higher 
Would fet me high’it, and in a moment quit 
The debt immente of endlefs gratitude, 


So burdenfome fill paying, fill to owe, ” 


* Satan being now within profpect of Eden, and Icoking rourd 
upon the glories of the creation, is filled with fentiments dife- 
rent from thofe which he difecvered while he was in Hell, T'he 
place infpires him with thoughts more adapted to it: he reflects 
upon the happy condition from whence he fell, and breaks forth 
into a dpeech that is foftened with feveral tranfient touches of re- 
morfe and felf-accufation: but at length he confirms himfelf in im 
penitence, and inhis defign of drawing Man into his own ftate of 
guilt and mifery. This conflict of paflions is raifea with a great 
deal of art, as the opening of his fpeech to the Sun is very bald and 
noble. This fpeech is, 1 think, the fineft that is aferibed to Satan 
ia the whole Poem. Addilon. 

+ Difdain’d. 
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Forgetful what from him I ftill receiv d ; 

And underftood not that a grateful mind 

By owing owes not, but ftill pays, at once 
Indebted and difcharg’d; what burden then? 

O had his pow’rful deltiny ordain’d 

Me {ome inferior angel, I had ftood 

Then happy ; no unbounded hope had rais R 
Ambition. Yet why not? fome other Power | 
As great might have afpir’d, and me though mean 
Drawn to his part; but other Pow'rs as great 
Fell not, but and unfhaken, from within 

Or from without, to all temptations arm id: 

Had'ft thou the fame free will and pow'r to tand? 
Thou hadt : whom haft thou then, or what t’ accufe, 
But Heav'n’s free love, dealt equi ally to all? 

Be then his love accurs'd, fince love or hate, 

To me alike, it deals eternal woe. 

Nay, curs'd be thou; fince againft his thy will 
Chofe freelyywhat it now io juftly rues. 

Me imiferable! avhich way fhall I Ay 

Infinite wrath, and infinite defpair? 

Which way I flyis Hell; myfelf am Hells 

And in. the fowelt deep a lower deep 

Still threat'ning to devour me opens wide, 

To which the Hell I fuffer feems a Heaven. 

O then at laft relent: is there no place 
Left.for repentance, none for pardon left? 

None left but by fubmiffion ; and that word 
Difdain forbids me, and my dread of fhame 
Among the Sp'rits beneath, whom 1 feduc'd 

With other promifes and other vaunts 

Than to fubmit, boafting I could fubdue 

Th’ Omnipotent. Ay me, they little know 

Tiow dearly I abide that boafts fo vain, 

Under what torments inwardly I groan, 

While they adore me on the throne of Hell. 

With diadem and fceptre high advane'd, 

The lower fill I fall, only fupreme : 
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In mifery : fach joy ambition finds. 

But fay | could repent, and could obtain 

By act of grace, my former ftate; how foon 
Would height recall high thoughts, how-foon unfay 
What feign'd fubmiflion fwore? cafe would recant 
Vows made in pain, as violent and void. 

For never can true reconcilement grow 

Where woundsof deadly hate have piere’d fo deep? 
Which would but lead me to a worte relapfe, 

And heavier fall: fo fhould I purchate dear 

Short intermiflion bought with:double fmart. 
This knows my punither: therefore as far 

From granting he, as I from begging peace: 

All hope excluded thus, behold in ftead 

OF us outcaft, exil’d, his new delight, 

Mankind created, and for him this world. 

So farewel hope, and with hope farewel fear, 
Farewel remorfe; all good to me is loft: 

Evil be thou my good ; by thee at leaft 

Divided empire with Heav'n's King I hold, 

By thee, and more than half perhaps will reign ; 
As Man ere long, and this new world fhalt know. 


Paran, Lost, Book IV. p. 256. 


Defcription ef Apam and Evs. 


T WO of far nobler fhape ereét and tall, 
Godlike ereét, with native honor clad 

In naked majefty feem’d lords of all: 

And worthy feem’d ; for in their looks divine 

‘The image of their glorious Maker thone, 

Truth, wifdom, fanétitude fevere and pure, 
(Severe, but in true filial freedom plac'd), 

Whence true authority in men: though both a 
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Not equal, as their fex not equal feemd : 

For contemplation he, and valor form d; 

For foftnefs fhe and {weet attradivegs race; 

He for God only, fhe for God in him. 

His fair large front and eye fublime declar'd 
Abfolute rule; and hyacinthian locks 

Round from his parted forelock manly hung 
Cluf?ring, but not beneath his fhoulders broad: 
She, as aweil, downto the flender wait 

Her unadorned golden trefles wore 

Difhevel'd, but ia wanton ringlets wav'd, 

As the vine curls her tendrils, which imply’d 
Subjection, but requir'd with gentle fwiy, 

And by her yielded, by him belt receiv’d, 
Yielded with coy fubmiilion, modek pride, 

And {weet reluétant amorous delay. 

Nor thole myfterious parts were then conceal'd ; 
‘Then was not guilty fhame, difhoneft fhame 

Of nature’s'works, honor difhonorable, 
Sin-bred, how have ye troubled all mankind 
With, fhows inftead, mere fhows of feeming pure, 
And banifh’d from man’s life his happiett life, 
Simplicity, and fpotlefs innocence ! 

So pafs'd they naked on, nor fhunn‘d the fight 
Of God or Angel; for they thought no ill : 
So-hand in hand they pafs'd, the lovelicf pair 
“That ever fice in love's embraces met; 

Adam the goodlieft man of men dince born. 

His fons, the faireftof her daughters Bre. 
Under a tuft of dhade that-on a green 

Stood whiflp’ring foft, by a freth tonntain-fide 
‘They fat them down; and afterno more toil 
Of their fweet gatd ning labour than infftc’d 
"fo recommend cool Zephyr, “and made cafe 
More eafy;' wholefome thirft 2nd appetite 

More grateful, to their fupper-fruits they fell, , 
Nectarinefruits which the comptant boughs 
Yielded them; fide-long as they fat recline 
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On the foft downy bank damafk’d with flowers: 
The favory pulp they chew, and in the rind, 
Still as they thirfted, {coop the brimming ftream ; 
Nor gentle purpofe, nor endearing fmiles 
Wanted, nor youthful dalliance, as befeems 
Fair couple, link'd in happy nuptial league, 
Alone as they. 
PRarap. Lost, Book LV. p. 279. 


Apam’s Addrefs to Eve, relative to the Tree of 
Knowledge, and Eive’s Reply. 


SOLE partner *, and fole part, of all thefe joys, 
Dearer thyfelf than all; needs muft the Power 
That made us, and for us this ample world, 
Be infinitely gocd, and of his good 
As libera] and free as infinite ; 
That rais’d us from the duit, and plac’d us here 
In all this happinefs, who at his hand 
Have nothing merited, nor can perform 
Ought whereof he hath need ; he who requires 
From us no other fervice than to keep 
‘This one, this cafy charge, of all the trees 
In Paradife that bear delicious fruit 
So various, not to tafte that only tree 
Of knowledge, planted by the tree cf life; 
So near grows death to life, whate’er death is, 
Sone dreadiul thing ne doubt; for well thou know’t 
God hath pronoune'd it death to tafe that tree, 
The only fign.ot our obedience left 
Among fo many figns of pow’r and rule 
Conferr'd upon us, and dominion giyen 
C3 

S Scleetertaer, Ge.) The fpeeches of thefe two. firk lovers 
flusy &ma ly from pafiion and fincerity. ‘Lhe profeffions they 
raake to one another are ful] of warmth, but 2t the- fame time 
fonaded upon truch. Ina a word, they are the gallantries of 
Pa acie Addifen, 
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Over all other creatures that poffefs 

Earth, air, and fea. Then let us not think hard 

One eafy prohibicion, who enjoy 

Free leave fo large to all things cHe, and choice 

Unlimited of manifold delights: 

But Jet us ever praie him, and extol 

His bounty, following our delightful talk, 

To prune thefe growing plants and tendthefe flowers, 

Which were it toilfome, yet with thee were {wect. 
To whom thus Eve reply'd. © thou for whom 

And from whom 1 was form’d, fleth of thy fleth, 

And without whom am to no end, my guide 

And head, what thou haf faid is juft and right. 

For we to him indeed all praifes owe, 

And daily thanks; I chictly, who enjoy 

£o far the happier lot, enjoying thee 

Pre-eminent by fo much odds, while theu 

Like confortto thyfelf canft no where find. 

“Chat day I oft remember, when from fleep 

I tirit awak’d, and found myfelf repos’d 

Under a fhade on flow'rs, much wond’ring where 

And what I was, whence thither brought, and how. 

Not diftant far from thence a murm’ring found 

Of waters iffa’d from a cave, and fpread 

Invo a liquid plain, then ftood unmov'd 

Pure as th’ expanfe of Heav'n; [thither went 

With unexperienc’d thought, and laid me down 

On the green bank, to look into the clear 

Smooth fake, that to me feem’d another fky. 

As I bent down to look, juit oppotite 

A fhape within the watry gleam appear’d, 

Bending to look on me: | itarted back, 

It ttarted back ; but pleas’d I foon return’d, 

Pleas‘d it return’d as foon with anfw ring looks 

Of fympathy and love: there [ had fix'd 

Mine eyes till now, and pin’d with vain defire, 

Had not a voice thus warn’d me, What thou feeft, 

What there thou feelt, fair Creature, is thyfelf; 

With thee it came aad gocs: but follow me, 
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And I will bring thee where no fhadow flays 
‘Thy coming, and thy foft embraces, he 
Whofe image thou art; him thou fhalt enjoy 
Infeparably thine, to him fhalt bear 
Multitudes like thyfelf, and thence be call'd 
Mother of human race. What could I do, 
But follow frait, invifibly thus led? 
Tull I efpy’d thee, fair indeed and tall, 
Under a platan * y yet methought lefs fair 
Lefs winning foft, Icfs amiably mild, 
Than that {mooth watry image : back I turn’d ; 
Thou following cry’dit aloud, Return fair Eve, 
Whom flyt thou > whom thou fy’ft, of him thou art, 
His flefh, his bone ; to give thee be’ng I lent 
Out of my fide to thee, neareit my heart, 
Subitantial life, to have thee by my fide 
Henceforth an individualfolace dear ; 
Part of my foul Ifeek thee, and thee claim 
My other half: with that thy gentle hand 
Seiz’d mine: I yielded ; and from that time fee 
How beauty is excell’d by manly grace, 
And wifdom, which alone is truly fair. 
So fpake our general mother, and with eyes 
Of conjugal attraction unreprov’d, 
And meek furrender, half embracing Jean’d 
On our frh father; half her felling breat 
Naked met his under the flawing gold 
Of her loofe treffes hid ; he in delight 
Both of her beauty and fubmifive charms 
Smil’d with fuperior love, as Jupiter 
On Juno {miles, when he impreens the clouds 
That {hed May fiow’rs ; and preis d her matron lip 
Veith, kilfes pure. 
Paran. Lest, BooklV. p. 290. 
C4 


* Under a platan.) The plane tree, fo named from the breadth 
of.its lenses 5 2 tree ufeful and Gelightfel for its extraordinary 
ünk. Atira, 
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Difcourfe between Adam and EvE, retiring to ref, 
with the Defeription of their Bower. 


NOW came fill evening on, and twilight gray * 
Had in her fober livery all things clad ; 
Silence accompanied ; for beal and bird, 
They to their grafy couch, thefe to their nefts 
Were flunk; all but the wakeful nightingale ; 
She all night long her amorous defcant fung: 
Silence was pleas’d : now glow'd the firmament 
With living faphirs: Hefperus, that led 
The ftarry holt, rode brighteft, tll the moon 
Rifing in cloudeft majeity, at length 
Apparent queen unveil’d her peerlefs light, 
And o’er the dark her filver mantle threw. 

When Adamthus to Eve. Fair confort, th’ hour 
Of night, and all things nowretir’d to reft, 
Mind us of like repofe, fince God hath fet 
Labour andreft, as day and night, to men 
Succeffive; and the timely dew of fleep 
Now falling with foft flumbrous weight inclines 
Our eye-lids: other creatures all day long 
Rove idle unemploy’d, and lefs need ref ; 


* This is the fr evening in the Poem ; for the action of the 
preceding books lying out of the {phere of the Sun, the time could 
not bz computed. When Satan came frit to the carth, and made 
that famous fol luquy at the begieniug of this book, the ‘un was 
high in his meridian tower ; and ths is the evening of that day ; and 
furely there m ver was a finer evening ; words cannot furnifh out a 
more lovely defcription. The greateit Poets in ail ages have, as it 
were, viel one with another in their de(criptions af evening and 
night; but for the variety of numbers and pleafing images, I 
know of nothing parallel er comparable to thisto be found amongft 
all the treafures of ancient or modern poetry. There is no nerd to 
point out the beauties of it ; it muft charm every Pbody, who does 


but read it or hea: it, 
Neweton, 
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Man hath his daily work of body or mind 

Appointed, which declares his dignity. 

And the regard of Heav’n on all his ways ; 

While other animals unattive range, 

And of their doings Godtakes no account. 

‘L'o-morrow, ere freth morning freak the calt 

With firk approach of light, we mult be rifen, 

And at our pleafant labor, to reform 

Yon ilow’ry arbors, yonder alleys green, 

Our walk at noon; with branches overgrown, 

‘Yhat mock our fcant manuring, and require 

More hands than ours to lop their wanton growth 3 

‘Vhofe bloifoms alle, and thofe dropping gums, 

That lie beftrown, unfightly and unfmooth, 

Alk riddance, if we mean to-tread with cafe : 

Mean while, as Nature wills, night bids us reft. 
‘To whom thus Eve; with perfect beauty adorn’d. 

My Anthor and Difpoier, whattuou bidit 

Unargu’d I obey : fo God crdains ; 

Godis thy law, thou mine: to know no more 

Ts woman’s happicit knowledge and ber praife. 

With thee converfing | jorget all time ; 

All featons and their change, all pleafe alike. 

Sweet is the breath of morn, her rifing fweet, 

With charn of earhetl birds ; pleafant the fun, 

When firit on this delightful land he fpreads 

His orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flower, 

Giiltring with dew; fragrant the fertile earth 

After folt fhow’rs ; and {weet the coming on, 

Of grateful evening mild; thenfilent night, 

With this her folema bird, and this fair moon, | 

And thefe the gems of Heav’n,: her {tarry trains- 

But neither breath of morn, when fhe afcends 

With charm of earlicft birds; nor riting fun ; 

On this delightful land ; nor herb, fruit, flower, 

Glif'ring with dew; nor fragrance after fhowers ; 

Nor grateful evening mild; nor filent night 

With this her folemn bird, nor walk by moon, 

(ONG; t 
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Or glitv’ring ftar-light, without thee is fweet: 

But wheretore all night long thine thefe ? for whom 

This glorious fight, when fleep hath fhut all eyes? 
To whom our general anceitor reply’d. 

Daughter of God and Man, accomplith’d Eve, 

Theie have their courfe to finilhround the earth, 

By morrow ev’ning, and from landto land 

In order, though to nations yet unborn, 

Minittring light prepar’d, they fet and rife ; 

Leit total darknefs ikould by night regain 

Her old poffeflion, and extinguith life 

fn nature and ail things; which thefe foft fires 

Not only enliybten, but with kindly heat 

OF various influence foment and warm, 

‘Temper or nourilh, or in part fhed down 

‘Their ftellar * virtue on all kinds that grow 

On carth, made hercby apter to recetve 

Perfection from the fun’s more potent ray. 

Thefe then, though unbeheld in deep of night, 

Shine not in vain; nor think, though men were 

none, 

That Heav’n would want fpectators,God want praife : 

Millions of {piritual creatures walk the earth 

Unfeen, both when we wake (and when we fleep : 

All thefe with ceafelefs praife his works behold 

Both day and night: how often from the fteep 

Of echoing hill or thicket have we heard 

Celeftial voices tothe midnight air, 

Sole, or refponfive each to others note, 

Singing their great Creator ? oft in bands 

While they keep watch, or nightly rounding walk 

With heav’aly touch of inftrumental founds 

Jn full harmonic number join’d, their fongs 

Divide the night +, and lift our thoughts to Heay’n. 


# —-~ fellar, Gc.) Relating to the fars. 

t Divide tke night, Sc) Into watcher, as the trumpet cid 
among the ancients, founding as the watch was retieved, which 
was called dividing the aight. Newton. 
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Thus talking hand in hand alone they pafs’d 
On to their blifstul bow’r : it was a place 
Chos’n by the fov'reign Planter, when he fram’d 
All things to Man’s delightful ufe ; the roof . 
Of thickelt covert was inwoven fhade 
Laurel and myrtle, and what higher grew 
Of firm and fragrantleaf ; on either fide 
Acanthus, and each odorous bufhy fhrub 
Fenc’d up the- verdant wall; cach beauteous flower, 
Iris all hues, rofes, and jeffamin *~ 
Rear’d high their flourilh’d heads between, and 

wrought 

Mofaic ; under foot the violet, 
Crocus, and hyacinth, with rich inlay 
Broider’d the-ground, more color’d than with ftone 
Of cotlet emblem : other creature here, 
bealt, bird, infect, or worm, dui ft enter none ; 
Such was their awe of Man. In thadier bower 
More facred and fequelter’d, though but feign’d, 
Pan or Sylvanus never dlept, nor nymph, 
Nor Faunus haunted. Here, in clofe recefs, 
With flowers, garlands,and {weet-fmelling herbs 
Efpoufed Eve deck’d firit her nuptial bed, 
And heav nly quires the hymenzan fung, - 
What day the genial Angel to our fire’. 
Brought her in naked beauty moreadorn’d, . 
More lovely than Pandora, whom the Gods 
Endow’d with all their gifts, and O too like 
In fad event, when to th’ unwiler-fon 
Of Japhet brought by Hermes, fheinfnar’d i 
Mankind with her fair looxs, to be aveng’d 
On him who had flole Jove’s authentic fire. 

Thus at their fhady lodge arriv’d, both food, 
Both turn’d, and under open fky ador’d 
The God that made both fky, air, earth, and heav'n, 
Which they beheld, the moon’s refplendent globe, 


* Triall buer,@e) The flower-de-luce fo called from re. 
fembling the colors of the iris q rainbow. 
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And ftarry pole: Thou alfo mad’ft the night, 

Maker omnipotent, and thou the day, 

Which wein our appointed work employ'd 

Have finifh’d, happy inour mutual help, 

And mutual love, the crown of all our blifs 

Ordain'd by thee ; and this delicious place 

For us too large, where thy abundance wants: 

Partakers, and uncropt fills to the ground. 

But thou hait promis'd from us two a race 

To fill the earth, who thall with us extol 

Thy goodnels infinite, both when we wake, 

And when we feck, as now, thy gift of fleep. 
Paran. Lost, Book 1V. p. 306. 
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HATIL wedded Love, myfterious law, true fource 
Of human offspring, fole propriety 

In Paradifeof all things common elfe. 

By thee adult’rous lut was driv’n from Men 
Among the beQial herds to range; by thee 
Founded in reafon, loyal, juft, and pure, 
Relations dear, and all the charities * 

Of father, fon, and brother, firft were known. 
Far be it, that I fhould write thee fin or blaine, 
Or think thee unbefitting holieft place, 

Perpetual fountain of domeftic fweets, 

Whofe bed is undefil'd and chafte pronounc’d, 
Prefent, or paft, as faints and patriarchs us’d. 
Here Love his golden thafts employs, here lights 
His conftant lamp, and waves his purple wings, 


wr all the charities) All the eadearments of coafangpini-, 
ty and affinity. 
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Reigns here and revels ; not in the bought fmile 
OF harlots, lovelefs, joylefs, unendear’d, 
Cafual fruition ; nor in ceurt-amcurs, 

M ix'd dance, or wanton mafk, or midnight-ball, 
Or ferenate, which the flarv'd lover fings 

To his proud fair, belt quitted with difdain, 


Paran. Lost, Book IV. p. 319. 


Apdam’s Morning Salutation; and Evx’s Acccunt 
of her Dream. 


N OW morn her rofy fleps * in th’ eaftern clime 
Advancing, fow'd the earth with orient pearl, 
When Adam wak'd, fo cultom‘d, for his fleep 

As airy light from pure digetion bred, 

And temp rate vapours bland, which th’ only found 
Of leaves and fuming rills, Aurora's fan, 

Lightly difpers'd, and the fhrill matin fong 

Of birds on every bough; fo much the more 


* Now mern Fer rify fleps, Gc.) This is the morning of the 
day afier Satan's coming to the earth; andas Homer makes the 
morning with refy fingers, fo Mitton gives her roly fteps, and vi. 3) 
a roy hand. The morn is firit gray, then rofy upon the nezer 
approach of the tun. And the ia faid to fow the earth, &c. by 
the fame fort of metaphor as Lucretius fays of the fun, H. 2i1, 

-—— it lumine cenfirit arva. 
Mr. Thyer adds that the fame allegorical defeription he remem- 
bers to have {een in Shakelpeare, and more poetically exprefled = 
—— The morn in faffion rabe, 
Walks o'er the cew of yon high eaftern hill. 
Neyton, 

Any one acquainted with Shakefpesare mull fee Dr. Newton's 
error in the firit line of his qSctation, which runsin Hamiet thus ; 
Toe morn in ruflet mantle clad. 
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His wonder was to find unwaken'd Eve 
With treffes difecompos'd, and glowing cheek, 
As through unqniet reft: he on his fide, 
Leaning half rais'd, with looks of cordial love 
Hung over her enamour'd, and beheld 
Beauty, which, whether waking or afleep, |. 
Shot forth peculiar graces; then with veice 
Mild, as when Zephyrus on Flora breathes *, 
Her hand foft touching, whifper'd thus... Awake, 
My faireit, my.cfpous'd, my lantet found, 
Heav'n’'s lall beft gift, my ever-new delight, 
Awake: the morning fhines, and the frelh field 
Calls us; we lofe the prime 4+, to mark how fpring. 
Our tender plants, how blows the citron grove, 
What drops the myrrh, and what the balmy reed, 
How nature paints her colors, how the bee 
Sits on the bloom extracting liquid fiveet. 

Such whifp'ring wak'd her, bat with ftartled eye 
On Adam; whom embracing, thus fhe {pake. 

O fole in whom my thoughts find all repofe, 
My glory, my perfection, glad T fee 
Thy face, and morn return'd ; for I this night 
(Such night till this I never pais’d) have dream’d, 
If dream’d, not as loftam wont, of thee, 
Works of day paft, or morrows next deign ; 
But of offence and trouble, which my mind 
Knew never till this irkfome night: methought - 
Clofe at mine ear one call'd me forth to walk 
With gentle voice; Í thought it thine: it faid, 
Why fleep'it thou Eve? now is the pleafant time, 
The cool, the filent, fave where filence yields . 
To the night-warbling bird, that now awake 
Tunes fweeteit his love-labour’d fong ; now reigns 
Full orb’d the moon, and with more pleating light- 


* Mild, as when Zephyrus sn Flora breathes.) As when the foft 
weftein gaes breathe on the flowers. Exceeding poetical and 
Beautitu’, Rickardfen, 


+ The prime of the cay. 
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Shadowy fets off the face of things; in vain, 

If none regard: Heavy n wakes with all his eyes; 
Whom to behold but thee, Nature's defire? 

In whole fight all things joy, with ravilhment 
Attracted by thy beauty ilill to gaze. 

I rofe as at thy call, but found thee not; 

To find thee | directed then my walk; 

And on, methought, alone I pafs’d, through ways 
‘That brought me ona fudden to the tree 

Of interdigsted knowledge: fair it feem'd, 

Much fairer to my tancy than by day: 

And, as I wond'ring Iook'd, befide it ftood 

One thap’dand wing dlike one of thofe from Heav'n 
By us oftiven; his dewy locks diflil’d 

Ambrofia ; on that tree he aho gaz‘d; 

And O fair plant, faid he, with fruit furcharg’d, 
Deigns none to cafe thy load and tatle thy fweet, 
Nor God, nor Man? Js knowledge io defpis’d? 
Or envy’, or what referve forbids to tafte ? 

Forbid who will, none fhall from me withhold 
Longer thy offer'd good; why clfe fet here? 
This faid, he paus’d not, but with vent’rous arm 
He pluck'd, he tailed: me damp horror chill’d 
At fuch bold words vouch’d with a decd fo bold. 
But he thus overjoy'd, O fruit divine, 

Sweet of thyfelt, but much more {weet thus cropt, 
Forbidden here, it feems, as only fit 

For Gods, yet able to make Gods of Men: 

And why not Gods of Men, fince good, the more 
Communicated, more abundant grows, 

The author not impair'd, but honor’d more? 
Here, happy creature, fair angelic Eve, 

Partake thou allo; happy though thou art, 
Happier thou may ft be, worthicr can'ft not be: 
‘Talte this, and be henceforth among the Gods 
Thyfelf a Goddeis, not to earth gonfin’d, 

But fometimes in the air, as we fometimes 

Aicend to Heav'n, by merit thine, and fee 
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What life the Gods live there, and fuch live thou. 
So faying, he drew nigh, and to me held, 
Iv nto my mouth of that fame fruit held part 
Which he had pluck’d; the pleafant favory fmell 
So quicken’d appetite, that I, methought, 
Could not but tatte. Forthwith up to the clouds 
With him I flew, and underneath.beheld 
The carth outftretch’d immenfe, a profpect wide 
And various: wond’ring at my flight and change 
To this high exaltation ; fuddenly 
My guide was gone, and I, methought, funk down,- 
And fell aflzep: but O how glad I wakd, 
To find this but a dream! Thus Eve her night 
Related, and thus Adam anfiwer'd fad. 

Belt image of mylelf, and dearer half, 
The trouble of thy thoughts this night in fleep 
Affects me equally ; nor can I jike 
This uncouth dream, of evil fprung, I fear: 
Yet evil whence? in thee can harbour none, 
Created pure. But know, that in che foul 
Are many letfer faculties, that ferve 
Reafon as chief: among thefe Fancy next 
Her office holds ; of all external things, 
Which the five watchful fenies reprefent, 
She forms imaginations, airy {hapes, 
Which reafon joining or disjoining, frames 
All what we affirm or what deny, and call 
Our knowledge or opinion ; then retires 
Into her private cell when nature refts. 
Oft in her abfence mimic fancy wakes 
To imitate her ; but misjoining fhapes, 
Wild work produces oft, and mot in dreams, 
Hi matching words and deeds long paft or late. 
Some fach refemblances methinks I find 
Of our laft evening’s talk, in this thy dream, 
But with addition ftrange; yet be not fad. 
Evil into the mind of God or Man 
May come and go, fo unapprov'd, and leave 
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No fpot or blame behind: which gives me hope: 
‘That what in fleep thou didft abhor to dream, 
Waking thou never wilt confent to do. 
je not diihearten’d then, nor cloud thofe looks, 
‘That wont to be more chearful and ferene, 
Than when fair morning firft fmiles on the world; 
And let us to our frefh cmployments rife, 
Among the groves, the fountains, and the flowers 
‘That open now their choicelt bofom’d {mells, 
Referv'd from night, and kept for thee in flore. 

So chear’d he his fair fpoufe, and fhe was chear’d ; 
But filently a gentle tear let fall 
From either eye, and wip'd them with her hair ; 
Two other precious drops that ready ftood, 
Each in their cryftal fluice, he ere they fell 
Kifs'd, as the gracious figns of fweet remorfe, 
And pious awe, that fear'd to have offended. 

So all was clear’d, and tothe field they hafte ; 
But firt, from under fhady arbo’rous roof 
Soon as they forth were come to open fight 
Of day-{pring, and the fun, who fearce up rifen, 
With wheels yet hov’ring o’er the ocean brim, 
Shot parallel to the earth his dewy ray, 
Difcovering in wide landikip ail the eaft 
Of Paradife and Eden’s happy plains, 
Lowly they bow’d adoring, and began 
Their orifons, each morning duly paid 
In various flyle; for neither various ftyle 
Nor holy rapture wanted they to praife 
Their Maker, in fit trains pronoune’d, or fung 
Unmeditated, fuch prompt eloquence 
Plow d trom her lips, in profe or numerous verfe, 
More tuneable than needed Jute or harp 
To add more fweetnefs ; and they thus began. 
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Anam and Eve's Orifons to the Dnity. 


THESE are thy glorious works, Parent of good* 
Almighty, thine this univerfal frame. 

Thus wondrous fair; thyfeif how wondrous then ! 
Unipeakable, who fitt'it above thefe heav'ns, 

To us invifible, or dimly feen. 

Ta thefe thy loweft works; yet thefe declare 

Thy goodnefs beyond thonght, and pow’r divine. 
Speak ye who belt can tell, ye fons of light, 
Angels; for ye behold him, and with fongs 

And choral fymphonies, day without night, 

Circle his throne rejoicing ; ye in Heav'n, 

On Earth join all- ye Creatures to extol 

Him firt, him lat, him midft, and without end. 
Faireft of ftars, laft in the train of night, 

If better thou belong not to the dawn, 

Sure pledge of day, that crown’f{ the finiling morn 
With thy bright circlet, praife him in thy f{phere, 
While day arifes, that fweet hour of prime. 

Thou Sun, of this great world both eye and foul, 
Acknowledge him thy greater, found his praile 


* Thele are thy glericus nràn Gc.) The morning hymn is 
written in imitation of one of thole biilms, where in the over- 
flowings of gratitude and praiie the Pfalmitt calls not only upon. 
the Aneis, but upon .the mott confyicuous parts of the inani- 
mate creation, fo jon wth him in extolling ther common Ma- 
kes. favocations of this nature fill the mind with glorious ideas 
of God's woks, and awaken that.divine enthufiafm, which ae fa 
natural tu devotion. But ic this caling upon the dead -parts af 
nature is at all times a p.cper kind of worfhip, it wasin a parti- 
cular manner fuitable to our firit parents, whahad the creaticn 
heh upaa theii miuda, and had not £ en the various difpentations ot 
Peovidence, nor confiquently could be acquainted with thofe many 
topicsof praile, which might aifuid mya‘ter to the devotions of their 
potterity. { need not remark the beauriiul Spirit of poets y which 
runs through tuis whole hymn, wor tac holtacis of that reiolution 
with whitu it ccacleces. Abdiler, 


Tue BEAUTIES or MILTON. 43 


Fn thy eternal courfe, both when thou climb’f, 
And when high noon hat gain’d, and when thou 
fall’{t. 

Moon, that now meet’tt the orient Sun, now fly’{t 
Withthe fix’d ftars, fxd in their orb that flies ; 
And ye five other wand’ring fires that move 
In myftic dance not without fong, refound 
His praife, who out of darknefs call'd up light, 
Air, and ye Elements, the eldeft birth 
Of Nature’s womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform ; and mix, 
And nourifh all things ; let your ceatelefs change 
Vary to our great Maker ftill new praife. 
Ye Milts and Exhulations that now rife 
From hill or fteaming lake, dufky or gray, 
Till the fun paint your Aeecing fkirts with gold, 
In honor to the world’s great Author rife, 
Whether to deck with clouds th’ uncolor'd fky, 
Or wet the thirfty earth with falling fuowers, 
Rifing or falling itill advance his praife. 
His praife, ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe foft or loud ; and wave ycur tops, ye Pines, 
With every plant, in fign of worlhip wave. 
Fountains, and ye, that warble, as ye flow, 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praife, 
Join voices all ye living Souls ; ye Birds, 
That finging up to Heaven-gate afcend, 
Bear on your wings and in your notes-his praife. 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 
The earth, and iiately tread, or lowly creep; 
Witnefs it Ibe flent, morn or even, 
Yo hill, or valley, fountain, or treth fhade,. 
Made. vocal by my fong, and taught his praife. 
Hail univerial Lord, be bounteous fill 
To give us only good ; and if the night 
Have gather’d ought of evil, cr conceal’d, 
Difperig it, as now light difpels the dark. | 

Pagan. Lest, Book V.p. 347. 
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The BATTLE of ANGELS. 


— c THE hout 
Of battle now began, and rufhing found 

OF onfet ended foon each milder thought. 

High in the midit exalted as a God 

‘Th’ apoftate in his fun-bright chariot fat, 

Idol of majefty divine, inclos’d 

With flaming Cherubim and golden fhields ; 
Then lighted from his gorgeous throne, for now 
’Twixt hoft and hot but narrow fpace was left, 

A dreadful interval, and front to froat 

Prefented ftood in terrible array 

Of hideous length: before the cloudy van, 

On the rough edge of battle ere it join’d, 

Satan with vaitand haughty ftrides advanc’d 
Came tow’ring, arm’d in adamant and gold ; 
Abdiel that fight endur’d not, where he flood 
Among the mightieft, bent on higheft deeds, 
And thus his own undaunted heart explores. 

O Heav'n! that fuch refemblance of the Higheft 
Should yet remain, where faith and realty 
Remain not: whercfore fhould not ftrength and 

might 
There fail where virtue fails, or weakeh prove 
Where bolden, though to fight unconquerable ? 
His puiffance, trufting inth’ Almighty’s aid, 
Imeantotry, whofe reafon I have try’d 
Unfound and falfe ; noris it ought but juft, 
‘That he who in debate of truth hath won, 
Should win in arms, in both difputes alike 
Vidor ; though brutifh that contef, and foul). 
When reafon hath to deal with fercc, yet fo 
Moft reafon is that reafon overcome. 

Sa pondering, and from hifarmed peers 
Forth tepping oppolite, half-way he met 
His daring foe, at this prevention more 
Incens’d, and thus feeurcly him defy"d. 


Vor BEGWOU EES or Mil lO Sia 


Preud, art thou met? thy hope was to have 
reach'd 
The height of thy afpiring unoppos d, 
'The throne of God unguarded, and his fide 
Abandon’d at the terror of thy power 
Or potent tongue: fool, not to think how vain 
Againft th’ Omnipotent to rife in arms ; 
Who out of fmalleft things could without end 
Have rais’d inceflant armies to defeat 
Thy folly; or with folitary hand 
Reaching beyond ali limit, at one blow 
Unaided could have finifhed thee, and whelm'd 
Thy legions under darknets ; but thou teelt 
All are not of thy train; there be who faith 
Prefer, and piety to God, though then 
To'thee not vifible, when I alone 
Seem‘d in thy world erroneous to diffent 
From all; my fet thou feelt; now learn too late 
How few fometimes may know, when thoufinds err. 
Whom the grand foe, with {corntul eye alkance, 
Thus anfwerd. ll for thee, butin wilh’d hour 
Of my revenge, firit fought for theu return’ 
From flight, feditious Angel, to reccive 
‘Thy merited reward, the tirft allay 
Of this right hand provok’d, fince firft that tongue 
Infpir’d with contradidion, durit oppole 
A third part of the Gods, in fynod met, 
‘Their deities to aifert, who while they itel 
Vigour divine within them, can allow 
Omnipotence to none. But well thou com'tt 
Before thy fellows, ambitious to win 
From me fome plume, that thy fuccefs may fhow 
Defiruction to the reft : this paufe hetween 
(Unaniwer’d leh thou boaft) to let thee know ; 
At firft [thought that Liberty and Heav'n 
To heav’nly fouls had been all one; but now 
I fee that moft through floth had rather ferve, 
Miniltring, Sp'rits, train’d up.in. feaft and fong ; 
Such baft thou arm’d, the minftrelfy of Heav’n. 
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Servility with freedom to contend, 
As boththeir deeds compar’d this day fhall prove 
To whom in brief thus Abdiel ftern reply d. 
Apoftate, ftill thou errit, nor end wilt find 
Of erring, from the path of truth remote : 
Unjuitly thou deprav'ft it with the name 
OF fervitude to ferve whom God ordains, 
Or Nature ; God and Nature bid the fame, 
When he who rules is worthieft, and excels 
Them whom he governs. Thisis fervitude, 
* To ferve th’ unwife, or him who hath rebell d 
Again{t his worthier, as thine now ferve thee, 
Thyfelf not free, but to thyfelf inthrall d ; 
Yet lewdly dar'it our miniltring upbraid. 
Reign thou in Hell, thy kingdom; let me ferve 
In Heav'n God ever bleit, and his divine 
Behefts obey, worthielt to be obey’d ; 
Yet chains in Hell, not realms, expe&: mean while 
From me return‘d, as erft thou faidh, from flight, 
This greeting on thy impious crett receive. 
So faying, a noble ftroke he lifted high, 
Which hung not, but fo fwift with tempeft fell 
On the proud creft of Satan, that no fight, 
Nor motion of fwift thought, lefs could his thield, 
Such ruin intercept: ten paces huge 
He back recoil'’d; the tenth on bended knee 
His maffy {pear upftay’d ; as if on earth 
Winds under ground, or waters forcing way, 
Sidelong had pufh’d a mountain from his feat, 
Half funk with all his pines. Amazement feiz'd 
The rebel Thrones, but greater rage to fee 
Thus foil’d their mightieft ; our joy fill’d, and fhout, 
Preiage of victory, and fierce defire 
Of battle : whereat Michael bid found 
Th’ Arch Angel trumpet; through the vaft of 
Heavn 
It founded, and the faithful armies rung 
Hofanna to the High’ft: nor ftood at gaze 
The adverfe legions, nor kfs hideous join’d 
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The horrid fhock. Now ftorming fury roie, 
And clamour iuch as heard in Heav'n till now 
Was never; arms on armour elathing bray’d 
Horrible difcord, and the madding wheels 

Of brazen chariots rag’d ; dire was the noile 
«OF confli@; over head the diimal hijs 

Of fiery darts in flaming vollies flew, 

And flying vaulted either hot with fire. 
Sounder fiery cope together rufh'd 

Both battles main, with ruinous affault 

And inextinguifhable rage: all Heav'n 
Refounded ; and had earth been then, all Earth 
Had to her center fhook. What wonder ? when 
Millions of fierce encount ring Angels fought 
On either fide, the lcal of whom could wield 
Thetfe elements, and arm him with the force 
Of all their regions: how much more of pow'r 
Army again army numberlefs to raife 
Dreadtul conbuftion warring, and diflurb, 
Though not deftroy, their happy native feat ; 
Had not th’ eternal King omnipotent, 

From his ftrong hold of Heav'n high over-ruld 
And limited their might ; though number'd fuch 
As each divided legion might have feem'd 

A numerous hok in ftrength each armed hand 
A legion, led in fight yet leader feed 

Each warrior fingle us in chief, expert 

When to advance, or ftand, orturn the fway 
Of battle, open when, and when to clofe 

The ridges of grim war: no thought of fight, 
None of retreat, no unbecoming deed 

That argu’d fear; each onhimlelf relyd, 

As only in his arm the moment lay 

Of victory: deeds of eterna! fame 

Were done, but infinite ; for wide was fpread 
That war, and various, fometimes on firm ground 
A flanding fight, then foaring on main wing 
Tormented all the air; all airfeem'd then 


ay 
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Conflicting fire: long time in even fcale 

The battle hung ; till Satan, who that day 
Prodigious pow'r had fhown, and met in arms 
No equal, ranging through the dire attack 

OF fighting Seraphim confas’d, at length 

Saw where the fword of Michael fmote, and fell d 
Squadrons atonce; with huge two handed fway, 
Brandifl’d aloft the horrid edge came down 
Wide waiting ; fuch deftrudion to withftand 

He hafted, and oppos’d the rocky orb 

Of tenfold adamant, his ample fhield, 

A valt circumference. At his approach 

The great Arch-Angel from his warlike toil 
Surceas'd, and glad, as hoping hereto end 
Inteftine war in Heav’n, the arch-foe fubdu’d 
Or captive dragg’d in chains, with hoftile frown 
And vilage all inflam'd firft thus began. 

Author of evil, unknown till thy revolt, 
Unnam’‘d in Heav'n, now plenteous, as thou feeft 
Thefe acts of hateful rife, hateful to all, 

‘Though heavielt by jult meafure on thyfelf, 

And thy adherents ; how haf thou difturb'd 
Heav'n’'s blefled peace, and into nature brought 
Mifery, uncreated till the crime 

Of thy rebellion ? how haf thou inftilld 

‘Thy malice into thoufands, once upright 

And faithful, now prov’d falfe ? But think not here 
Yo trouble holy reft; Heav’n calts thee out 

From allher confines. Heavwn, the feat of blifs, 
Brooks not the works of violence and war. 

Hence then, and evil go with thee along, 

Thy offspring, to the place of evil, Hell, 

Thou and thy wicked crew; there mingle broils, 
Ere this avenging fword begin thy doom, 

Or fome more fudden vengeance wing’d from God 
Precipitate thee with augmented pain. 

So {pake the Prince of Angels; to whom thus 
The Adverfary. Nor think thou with wind 
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Of airy threats toawe whom yet with deeds 

Thou canft net. Haftthou turn‘d the Jeatt of thefe 

Yo flight, or if to fall, but that they rife 

Unvanquith’d, eafier to tranfact with me 

That thou fhouldh hope, imperious, and with threats 

To chale me hence? Err not, that fo fhall end 

"The ftrife which thou call’ft evil, but we Ryle 

The Arife of glory; which we mean to win, 

Or turn this Heav'n itlelf into the Hell 

Thou fable ; here however to dwell free, 

Jf not to reign: mean while thy utmolt force, 

And join him nam’d Almighty to thy aid, 

I fly not, but have fought thee far and nigh. 
They ended parle, and both addrefs'd for fight 

Un{peakable ; for who, though with the tongue 

Of Angels, can relate, or to what things 

Liken on earth confpicuous, that may lift 

Human imagination to fuch height 

Ot Godlike pow’r? for liket gods they feem’d, 

Stood they or mov'd, in ature, motion, arms, 

Fit to decide the empire of great Heav’n. 

Now wav'd their fiery fwords, and in the air 

Made horrid circles ; two broad funs their fhields 

Blaz'd oppotite, while expectation food 

In horror: from each hand with fpeed retir'd, 4 

Where erft was thickeft fight, th’ angelic throng, 

And left large field, unfafe within the wind 

OF fuch commotion; fuch as, to fet forth 

Great things by fmall, if nature’s concord broke, 

Among the conltellations war were fprung, 

‘Two planets, rufhing from afpeét malign 

Of fercelt oppofition in mid fky 

Should combat, and their jarring fpheres confound. 

Yogether both, with next to’ almighty arm 

Uplifted imminent, one ftroke they aim’d 

That mighc determine, and not need repeat, 

As not of pow'r at once; nor nods appear'd 

Tn might or fwift prevention: but the {word 
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Of Michael from the armoury of God 
Was giv’n him temper’d fo, that neither keen 
Nor folid might refik that edge : it met 
The ford of Satan, with fteep force to fmite 
Defcending, and in half cutfheer ; nor ftay’d, 
But with iwift wheel reverfc, deep ent’ring, fhar’d 
All his right fide : then Satan firit knew pain, 
And writh’d him to and fro convolw’d ; fo fore 
‘The griding fword with difcontinnous wound 
Pafs’d through him: but th’ ethereal fuftance clos’d, 
Not long divifible ; and from the gafh 
A itrcam of noéta’rous humour iffuing flow'd 
Sanguine, fuch as celeftial Spirits may bleed, 
And all his armour flain’d, ere while to bright. 
Forthwith on all fides to his aid was run 
By Angels many and flrong, who interpos’d 
Defence, while-others bore him on their shields 
Back to his chariot, where it ttood retir’d 
From off ‘the files of war: there they him laid 
Gnathing for anguith, and defpite, and thame, 
‘To find himfelf not matchlets, and his pride, 
Humbled by fuch rebuke, fo far beneath 
His confidence to equal God in pow’r. 
Yet foon he heal’d; for Spirits that live throughout 
Vital in every part, not as frail man 
In entrails, heart or head, liver or reins, 
Cannot but by annihilating die; 
Nor in their liquid texture mortal wound 
Receive, no more than can the fluid air: 
All heart they live, all head, all eye, all ear, 
All intellect, all tenfe; and as they pleafe, 
‘They limb themfelves, and color, fhape, or fize 
Affume, as likes them beft, condenfe or rare. 
Meanwhile in other parts like deeds defery'd 
Memorial, where the might of Gabriel fought, 
And with fierce entigns pierc’d the deep array 
Orf Moloch, furious king ; who him dety’d, 
And at his chariot-wheels to drag him bound 
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Threaten'’d, nor from the Holy One of Heav'n 
Refrain’d his tongue blafphemous; but anon 
Down cloven to the walte, with fhatter'd arms 
And uncouth pain fled bellowing. On each wing 
Uriel and Raphael, his vaunting foe, 
‘Though huge, and in a rock of diamond arm’d, 
Vanquifh’d Adramelech *, and Afmadai, 
Two potent Thrones, that to be lefs than Gods 
Diidain’d, but meaner thoughts learn’d in their flight, 
Mangled with ghaflly wounds through plate and 
mail +. 

Nor ftood unmindful Abdicl to annoy 
The atheilt crew, but with redoubled blow 
Ariel and Arioch }, and the violence 
Or Ramiel teorch’d and blatted overthrew. 

I might relate of thoufands, and their names 
Eternize here on carth ; but thofe elect 
Angels, contented with their fame in Heav'n, 
Seek not the praife of men: the other fort 
In might though wondrous, and in acts of war, 
Nor of renown lefs eager, yet by doom 
Cancel’d from Heav’n and facred memory, 
Namelefs in dark oblivion let them dwell. 
For ftrength from truth divided, and from juf, 


* Adramelech.) Hebrew, Mighty magnificent King, one of the 
idols of Sepharvaim, worlhipped by them in Samaria, when tranf- 
planted hither by Shalmaneter, And the S-pharviter burnt their chil- 
dren inthe fire to Adramelech, 2 Kings xvii. 31. A/madai, the 
luftful and deftroying Angel Afmodeus, mentioned Tobit iii, 8, who 
robbed Sarah of her ieven hufbands ; of a Hebrew word fignifying 
10 deftrey. Hume, 

+ ———plate and mail.) Flate is the broad folid armour, 
‘Mail is that compoled of {mall pieces like fhells, or fcales of Sth 
laid one over the other; or fomething refembling the feathers as 
they lie on the bodies of fowl. Richardjen. 

Í ariel and Arizch.) Two fierce Spirits, as their names denote. 
Ariel Hebrew, the lion of God, cr a fireng lian. Arisch of the like 
fignification, a fierce and terrible liin, Ramel Hebrew, ene that 
exalts himjelf againft God. Hume. 
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Mlaudable, naught merits but difpraife 

And ignominy, yet to glory afpires, 
Vain-glorious, and through infamy feeks fame: 
Therctore eternal filence be their doom. 


Paran. Lost, Book VI. p. 436. 


The ANGELS Second Battle, and the Mrssiau’s 
Victory on the Third Day. 


IN OW when tiir morn orient in Heav'n appear'd*, 

Up rofe the Victor Angels, and to arms 

‘The matin trumpet fung : in arms they ftood 

Of golden panoply +, refulgent hot, 

Soon banded ; others from the dawning hills 

Look'd, round, and fcouts cach coalt light-armed 
{cour, 

Each quarter, to defcry the ditant foe, 

Where lodg’d, or whither ficd, or if tor fight, 

In motion or in halt: him foon they met 

Under fpread enfigns moving nigh, in flow 

But firm battalion ; back with ipeedief fail 

Zophiel, of Cherubim the fwifteit wing, 

Came flying, and in mid air aloud thus cry’d. 


* There is nothing in the Yirft and laf day’s engagement. which 
does not appear natural, and agreeable enough to the ideas molt 
readers would conccive of a fight ketween two armies of Angela. 
The fecond day’s engagement is apt to tlartle an imagination which 
has not been raifed and qualified for fuch a deicripiion, by the 
reading of the ancient poets, and of Hamer in particular, It was 
certainly a very bold thought in our Author, to aleribe the firi wie 
of artillery to the rebel Angels. But as fuch a pernicious invention 
may be well fuppofed to have proceeded frem luch authois, 10 at 
entered very properly into the thoughts of that being; vko is al} 
along defcribed as alpiring 10 the majefty of his maker. 

Addifin. 

+ Of golden pancply.) With galden armour from head to foot 
compleatly armed, flume. 
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Arm, Warriors, arm for fight; the foe at hand, 
Whom fled we thought, will dave us long purfuit 
This day ; fear not his flight; fo thick a cloud 
He comes, and fettled in his face I fee 
Sad refolution, anddecure: let each 
His adamantine coat gird well, and each 
Fit well his helm, gripe fat his orbed fhield, 
Borne ev'n or high; for this day will pour down, 
If I conje@ure ought, no drizzling fhow’r, 

But ratdling florm of ‘arrows barb‘d with fire. 

So warn'd he them aware themfelves; and foon 

In order, quit of allimpediment ; 

Inftant without difturb they took alarm 

And onward move imbattled: when behold 
Not diftant far with heavy pace the foe 
Approaching grofs and huge, in hollow cube 
‘Training his devilith enginry, impald 

On every fide with fhadowing fquadrons deep, 
To hide the Fraud. At interview both flood 
Awhile; but fuddenly at head appear’d 
Satan, and thus was heard commanding loud. 

Vanguard, to right and leit the front unfold 5 
That all may fee who hate us, how we feek 
Peace and compofure, and with open break . 
Stand ready to receive them, if they like 
Our overture, and turn not back perverfe : 

But that I doubt ; however witnefs Heaven, 
Heav'n witne{s thou anon, while we diicharge 
Freely our part ; ye who appointed ftand, 

Do as you have in charge, and briefly touch 
What we propound, and loud that all may hear. 

So fcofting in ambiguous words, he fearce 
Had ended ; when to right and left the front 
Divided, and to either flank retir’d: 

Which to our eyes difeover'd, new and ftrange, 
A triple mounted row of pillars laid 
On wheels (for like to pillars moft they feem’d, 
Or hollow’d bodies made of oak or fir, 
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With branches lopt, in wood or mountain fell’d) 

Brafs, iron, ftony mold, had not their mouths 

With hideous orifice gap'd on us wide, 

Portending hollow truce; at each behind 

A Seraph ftood, and in his hand a reed 

Stood waving tipt with fire; while we fufpenfe, 

Colledled tood within our thoughts amus’d ; 

Not long, for fudden all at oncé their reeds 

Put forth, and to a narrow vent apply’d 

With niceft touch. Immediate in a flame, 

But foon obfcur'd with fmoke, all Heav'n appear'd, 

From thofe deep-throated engines belch'd, whofe 
roar 

Imbowel’d with outrageous noife the air, 

And all her entrails tore, difgorging foul 

Their devilifh glut, chain’d thunderbolts, and hail 

Of iron globes; which on the viétor hot 

Level d, with fuch impetuous fury fmote, 

That whom they hit, none on their feet might ftand, 

Though ftanding elfe as rocks, but down they fell 

By thoufands. Angel on Arch-Angel rolld; 

The fooner for their arms; unarm'd they might 

Have eafily, as Spirits evaded fwiit 

By quick contraion or remove; but now 

Foul difipation follow’d and fore'd rout ; 

Nor ferv d it to relax their ferried files 

What fhould they do? if on they rufh’d, repulie 

Repeated, and indecent overthrow 

Doubled, would render them yet more defpis'd, 

And to their foes a laughter ; for in view 

Stood rank'd of Seraphim another row, 

In poiture to difplode their fecond tire 

Of thunder: back defcated to return 

They worfe abhorr'd. Satan beheld their plight, 

And to his mates thus in derifion call d, 

O Friends why come not on thete victors proud ? 
Ere while they fierce were coming, and when we, 
“Fo entertain them fair with open tront 
And breaft, (what could we more!) propounded 

terins 
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Of compofition, ftrait they chang’ thcir mids, 
Flew off, and into trange vagaries fell, 

As they would dance; yet for a dance they feem’d 
Somewhat extravagant and wild, perhaps 

Vor joy of offer’d peace: but I fuppole, 

Jf our propofal once again were heard, 

We thould compel them to a quick retult. 

To whom thus Baliel in like gamefome mood. 
Leader, the terms we fent were terms of weight, 
Of hard contents, and full of force urg’d home, 
Such as we might perceive amus'd them all, 

And tumbled many : who receives them right, 
Had need from head to foot well underftand ; 
Not underltood, this gift they have befides, 
They thew us when our foes walk not upright. 

So they among themfelves in pleafant vein 
Stood fcofing, heighten’d in their thoughts beyond 
All doubt of victory ; eternal might 
To match with their inventions they prefum’d 
So eafy’, and of his thunder made a feorn, 

And all his holt derided, while they ftcod 
A while in trouble: but they {tcod not long ; 
Rage prompted them. at length, and found them 
arms 
Again fuch bellifh mifchief fit to’ oppose, 
Forthwith (behold the excellence, the pow’r, 
Which God hath in his mighty Angels plac’d) 
Their arms away they threw, and to the hills 
(Por earth hath this variety from Heav'n 
Of pleafure fituate in hill and dale) 
Light as the lightning glimpfe they ran, they flew ; 
Trem their foundations loos’aing to and fro, 
They pluck’d the feared hills, with all their load, 
Rocks, waters, woods, and by the fhaggy tops 
Up-hfting bore them in their hands. Amaze, 
Be fure, nnd terror feizd the rebel hoft, 
When coming towards them fo dread they faw 
‘The bottom of the mountains upward turn’d ; 
‘Lill on thofe curfed engines triple-row 
D4 
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They faw them whelm’d, and all their confidence 

Under the weight of mountains buried deep ; 

Thenilelves invaded next, and on their heads 

Main promontories flung, which in the air 

Came fhadowing, and oppreis’d whole legions 
arm d ; 

Their armour help’d their harm, crud in and 
bruis’d 

Into their fubRance pent, which wrought them pain 

Implacable, and many adolorous groan, 

Long {truggling underneath, ere they could wind 

Out of fuch pris’n, though Spirits of pureft light, 

Pureft at firt, now grofs by finning grown. 

The reft in imitation to like arms 

Betook them, and the neighb’ring hills uptore: 

So hills amid the air encounter’d hills 

Hurl’d to and fro with jaculation dire, 

That under ; rouid they fought in difinal fhade ; 

Tnfernal noile; war feem’da civil game 

To this uproar: horrid confufion heap'd 

Upon confufion rofe. And now all Heav’n 

Had gone to wrack, with ruin overfpread ; 

Had not th’ almighty Father, where he fits 

Shrin’d in his fan€tuary of Heav'n fecure, 

Confulting on the fum of things, forefeen 

This tumult, and permitted all, advis’d : 

That his great purpofe be might fo fulfil, 

To honour his anointed Son aveng’d 

Upon his enemies, and to declare 

All pow’r on him transferr’d: whence to his Sen, 

Th’ aileffor cf his throne, he thus began. 

Effulgence of my glory, Son belov'd, 

Son in whofe face invifible is beheld 

Vifibly, what by deity I am, 

And in whofe hand what by decree I do, 

Second Omnipotence, two days are paft, i 

To days, as we compute the days of Heav'n, 

Since Michael and his pew’rs went forth to tame 

Thefe difobedient ; fore has been their fight, 

As likelielt was, when two fuch fogs met arin'd : 
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For to themfelves I left them; and thou know’ft, 

Equal in their creation they were form’d, 

Save what fin hath impair’d; which yet hath 
wrought 

Infenfibly, for 1 fufpend their doom ; 

Whence in perpetual fight they needs muft laft 

Endlets, and no folution wil! be found : 

War wearied hath perform’d what war -can do, 

And to diforder’d rage let loofe the reins, 

With mountains as with weapons arm’d; which 
makes 

Wild work in Heav’n, and dangerous to the main, 

‘Two days are therefore paft, the third is thine ; 

For thee I have ordain’d-it, and thus far 

Have fuifer’d, that the glery may be thine 

Or ending this great war, fince none but thou 

Can endit. Into thee fuch virtue’ and grace 

Immenfe I have transfus’d, that all may know 

Yn Heav'n and Hell thy pow’r above compare ; 

And this perverfe commotion govern’d thus, 

To manifeft thee worthielt to be Heir 

Of all things, to be Heir, and to be King 

By facred un@icn. thy deferved right. 

Gothen, thoumightieft, in thy Father’s might, 

Afcend my chariot, guide the rapid wheels 

‘That fhake Heav'n’s bafis, bring forth all my war, 

My bow and thunder, my almighty arms 

Gird on, and fwordupen thy. puillant thigh ; 

Purfue thefe fons of darknefs; drive them out 

From all Heav’n’s bounds into the utter deep : 

There let them learn, as likes them, to defpile - 

God, and Mefliah his anointed King. 

He faid, and on his Son with rays dire& 

Shone full ; he all his Father full exprefs’d 
Ineffably into his face receiv’d ; 
And thus the Filial Godhead anfw’ring fpake. 

O Father, O Supreme of heav’nly Thrones, 
Firk, Higheft, Holieft, Beft; thou always icek 
To glorify thy Son, I always thee, 

As is moft juf ; this 1 p glory’ accourt, 
5 
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My exaltation, and my whole delight, 

That thou in me well pleas’d, declar'tt thy will 

FulfilPd, which to fulfil is all my blits. 

Sceptre and pow’r, thy giving, I aflume ; 

And gladlier fhall refign, when in the end 

‘Thou thalt be all in all, and Iin thee 

For ever, and in me all whom thou lov’h : 

But whom thou havh, I hate, and can put on 

‘Thy terrors, as l put thy mildnefs on, 

Image of thee in all things ; and fhall foon, 

Arm’d with thy might, rid Heav’n of thefe rebell’d, 

To their prepar’d ill manfion driven down, 

To chains of darknefs, and th’ undying worm, 

‘That from thy jut obedience could revolt, 

Whom to obey is happinefs entire. 

‘Then fhall thy Saints unmix'd, and from th’ impure 

Far feparate, circling thy holy mount 

Unfeigned Halleluiahs to thee fing, 

Hymns of high praite, and I among them chief. 
Sofaid, he o'er his fceptre bowing, rofe * 

From the right hand of glory where he fat ; 

And the third facred morn began to fhine, 

Dawning through Heav’n. Forth rufh’d with whirl- 

wind found 

The chariot of Paternal Deity. 

Flafhing thick flames, wheel within wheel undrawn, 

Icfelfinitinét with Spirit, but convoy’d 

By four Cherubic fhapes ; four faces each 

Had wondrous ; as with ftars their bodies all 


* Ss faid, be o'er bis feoptre bowing, rofe, Gc.) The defcription. 
of the Meffiah’s going out againft the rebel Angels is a fcene of the 
fame fort with Hefiod’s Jupiter againit the Titans. They are both 
of them the. mott undoubted inftances of the true fublime; but 
which has exceeded, it is very difficult to determine. There is, I 
think, a greater profufion of poetical images in that ofthe latier ; 
but then the fuperior characters of a Chriftian Meffiah, which 
Milton has with great judgment and majefty fupported in this part 
of his work, gives a certain air of religious grandeur, which throws 
the advantage on the fide of the Englith Poet. Thyer. 
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And wings were fet with eyes, with eyes the wheels 

Of beryl, and careering fires between *; 

Over their heads a cryltal firmament, 

Whereon a faphir throne, inlaid with pure 

Amber, and colors of the fhow’ry arch. 

He in celeftial panoply all arm’d 

Of radiant Urim +, work divinely wrought, 

Afcended ; at his right hand Victory 

Sat eagle-wing'd ; betide him hung his bow, 

And quiver with three-bolted thunder ftor d ; 

And trom about him fierce effufion roll'd 

Of fmoke, and bick ring flame, and fparkles dire. 

Attended with ten thoufand thoufand Saints, 

Hie onward came, far off his coming fhone ; 

And twenty thoufand (I their number heard) 

Chariots of God, half on each hand, were feen. . 

Vie on the wings of Cherub rode {ublime 

On the cryftalline fky, infaphir thron’d, 

Ifluftrious far and wide.; but by his own 

Firft feen : then unexpected joy furpris’d, 

When the great enfign of Mefhah blaz’d 

Aloft by Angels borne, his fign in Heav'n; : 

Under whoie conduct Michael foon redue’d 

His army, circumfus'd on either wing, 

Under their Head imbodied all in one, 

Before him pow’s divine his way prepar’d ; . 

At his command tly uprooted hills retir'd 

Each to his place; they heard his voice, and went 

Obfequious ; Heav’n his wonted face renew’d, 

And with frefh flow’rets hilland valley fmil’d. 
This faw his haplefs foes, but tood obdur’d, 

And to rebellious fight rallied their Pow’rs 

Infenfate, hope conceiving trom defpair. 

Jn heav’nly Spirits could tuch perverfenefs dwell ? 


Wwe the wheels of beril, and careering fires between 3) Theu 
beril is a precious ftone of a fea-green color, and carcering fires are 
lightnings darting out by fits. 

+ Urim fignihes light. 
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But to convince the proud what figns avail, 
Or wonders move th’ obdurate to relent ? 
They harden’d more by what might molt reclaim, 
Grieving to fee his glory, at the fight 
Took envy; and afpiring to his height, 
Stood reimbattled fierce, by force or fraud 
Weening to prolper, and at length prevail 
Againft God and Meffiih, or to fil 
Jn univerifal rnin lah *; and now 
"Yo final battle drew, difdaining flight, 
Or faint retreat ; when the great Son of Gad 
To all his hott on either hand thus fpake. 

Stand ftill in bright array, ye Saints, here fland, 
Ye Angels arm’d, this day from battle rel ; 
Faithful hath been your wartare, and of God 
Accepted, fearlefs in his righteous caule ; 
And as ye have receiv’d, fo have ye done 
Invincibly : but of this curfed crew 
‘lhe punifhment to other hand belongs ; 
Vengeance is his, or whofe he fole appoints : 
Number to this day’s work is not ordain’d, 
Nor multitude ; ftand only, and behold 
God’s indignation on thefe godlefs pour’d 
By me 5 not you, but me, they have defpis’d, 
Yet envied ; again me is all their rage, 
Becaufe the Father, t whom in Heav'n fupreme 
Kingdom, and pow’r, and glory appertains, 
Hath honor'd me, according to his will. 
"Therefore to me their doom he hath affizn’d ; 
"That they may have their with, to try with me 
In battle which the flronger proves, they all, 
Or I alone againit them, fince by ftrength 
"Vhey meafure all, of other excellence 
Not emulous, nor care who them excels; 
Nor other ftrife with them do 1 vouchfafe. 

So fpake the Son, and into terror chang’d 
His count’nance too fevere to be beheld, 


* Dr. Bentley, reads £9. 


tye 
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And full of wrath bent on his enemies. 

At once the four fpread out their ftarry wings 

Wich dreadful fhade contiguous, and the orbs 

Of his fierce chariot roll’d, as with the found 

Of terrent Hoods, or of 2numerous holt. 

He on his impious foes right onward drove, 

Gloomy as night ; under his burning wheels 

The fedtatt empyréan thook throughout, 

All but the throne itfell of God. Fulldoon 

Among them he arriv’d, in his right hand 

Graiping ten thoufand thunders, which he fent 

Before him, fuch as in their fouls infix’d 

Plagues + they alonifhd all refiflance loft, 

All courage; down their idle weapons dropt : 

O'er thields, and helms, and helmed heads he rede 

OF Thrones and mighty Seraphim protirate, 

That wilh’d the mountains now might be again 

Vhrownon them, asa fhelter from his ire. 

Nor leis on either fide tempeftuous fell 

His arrows, from the fourtold-vifag’d Four 

Diftin& with cyes, and from the living wheels 

Diftin® alike with multitude of eyes ; 

One fpiritin them rul’d, and every eye 

Glar’d lightning, and {hot forth pernicious fire 

Among the accuarsd, that wither’d all their 
ftrength, 

And of their wonted vigour left them drain’d. 

ixhaulted, fpiritlefs, afilitted, fa!l’n. 

Yet half his (trength he put not forth, but check’d 

His thunder in mid volley ; for he meant 

Not to deltroy, but roct them out of Heav’n ; 

"The overthrown he rais d, and as a herd 

Of goats or timorous flock together throng’d, 

Drove them before him thunder-ftruck, purfu'd 

With terrors and with furies to the bounds 

And cryftal wall of Heavn ; which op’ning wide, 

Roll'd inward, and a fpacious gap difclos’d 

Into the wafteful deep : the monftrous fight 

Struck them with horror backward, but far worfe 
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Urg’ftthem behind ; headlong themfelves they threw. 
Down tromthe verge of Heav’n ; eternal wrath 
Burnt after them to the bottomlefs pit.. 

Hell heard th’ unfufferable note, Hell faw 
Heav’n ruining from Heav’n, and would have fled 
Affrighted ; but trict Fate had cat too deep 
Her dark foundations, and too falt had bound. 

Nine days they fell: confounded Chaos roar'd, 

And left tenfold confufion in their fall 

Through his wild.anarchy, fo huge a rout 
Incumber’d him with ruin: Hell at laft 

Yawning receiv’d them whole, and.on them clos’d ; 
Hell, their fit habitation, fraught with fire 
Unquenchable, the houfe of woe and pain. 
Difburden’d Heav’n.rejoic d; and foon repair'd 

Her mural breach, returning wheuce it roll’d. 

Sole victor from th’ expuliion of his foes 
Meffiah his triumphal chariot turn d ; 

To meet him all his faints, who lent Rood 

Eye-witnedfes of his almighty acts, 

With jubilee advane’d ; and as they went, 

Shaded with branching palm, each order bright, 

Sung triumph, and him fung vidtortous King, 

Son, Heir, and Lord, to him dominion giv'ny 

Worthielt to reign ; he celebrated rode 

Triumphant through mid Heav'n, into the courts 

And temple of his mighty Father thron’d 

On high; who into glory him receiv’d, 

Where now he fits at the right hand of blifs. 
Paran. Lost, Book VI. p. 474. 
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Formation of the WorLD, and Man, related by 
RAPHAEL, to ADAM. 


T HE Sonon his great expedition now appeared *; 
Girt with omnipotence, with radiance crown’d 
OF majetty divine ; fapience and love 

Jmmente, and all his Father in him fhone. 

About his chariot numberlefs were pour’d 

Cherub and Seraph, Potentates and Thrones, 
And virtues, winged Spirits, and chariots wing’d 
From th’ armoury of God; where ftand of old 
Myriads between two brazen mountains lodg’d 
Aganit a folemn day, harnefsd at hand, 
Celeftial equipage; and now came forth 
Spontaneous, tor within them Spirit liv’d, 
Attendant on their Lord; Heav’n open’d wide 
Her ever-during gates, harmonious found 

On golden hinges moving, to let forth 

‘The King of Glory in his pow’rtul Word’ 

And Spirit coming to create new worlds. 


* The Meffiah, by whom, as we are told in Scripture, the 
worlds were made, comes forth in the power of his Father, fur- 
rounded with an hott of Angels, and cloathed with fuch a majefty 
as becomes his entering upon a work, which according to our con- 
ceptions, appears the utmoft exertion of Omnipotence. What a 
beautiful deicription has our Author raifed upon that hint in one 
of the Prophets! And beheld there camz four charsets out from between 
tuo mountains and the mountains were mountains of brafs. Zech. vi. 
1. I have before taken notice of thefe chariots of God, and of the 
gates of Heaven ; and fhall here only add, that Homer gives ua the 
fame idea of the laiter, as opening of themfelves ; though he after- 
wards takes off from it by telling us, that the Hours firft of all re- 
moved thofe prodigious heaps of clouds which Jay as a bartier be~ 
fore them, Addifin. 
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On heav nly ground they ftood *, and from the 
fhore 

‘They view’d the vat immeafurable abyfs 

Outrageous as a fea, dark, walteful, wild, 

Up froin the bottom turn’d by furious winds, 

Aad {urging waves, as mountains, to affaulr, 

Heav ws height, and with the centre mix the pole. 

Silence, ye troubled waves, and thou deep, peace, 
Said then th’ omnific Word, your difcord end ; 
Nor ftay’d, but on the wings of Cherubim 
Uplilted, in paternal glory rode 
Far into Chaes; andthe world unborn ; 

For Chaos heard lis veice ; him all his train 
Follow 'd im bright procefiion to hehold 
Creation, and the wonders ofthis might. 

Then ttay'd the fervid wheels, and in his hand’ 
He took the golden compaffes, prepara 

In God's eternal itore, to cireuw:fci ibe. 

This univerfe, and alt created things: 

One foot he center d, and the other turn’d) 
Round through the vat profundity obicure, 
And faid, Thus far extend, thus far thy bounds, 
This be thy jult circumference, .O world. 

Thus God the Heav’n created, thus the Earth, 
Matter unform’d and void ; Darknefs profound 
Coverd th’ abyfs ; but on the watry calm 
His brooding wings the Spirit of God outfpread, 
And vital virtue’ infus d, and vital warmth 
‘Vhroughout the fuid mafs, but downward purg d 
‘The black tartareous cold infernal dregs 
Adverte to life; then founded. then conglob'd 
Like things to like, the relt to feveral place 


* Ow beav'nly ground they fled, Gc.) Ido not know any thing 
inthe whole poem more [ublime than the delcription which follows, 
where the Meffiah is reprefented at the head of his Angels, as 
looking down on the Chaos, caming its confufion, riding into the 
roidit of it, and drawing the frit out-line of the creation. 
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Difparted, and between fpun out the air, 
And Earth felfbalane’d on her center hung. 
Let there be light, faid Ged, and forthwith light 
Ethereal, firt of things, quinteflence pure 
Sprung from the deep, and from her native eaft 
To journey through the airy gloom began, 
Spherd in a radiant cloud, for yet the Sun 
Was not; fhein a cloudy tabernacle 
Sojourn'd the while. God faw the light was good ; 
And light from darknefs by the hemifphere 
Divided : light the day, and darkneis night 
Henam’d. Thus was the firit day evn and morn, 
Nor paf uncelebrated * ; nor unfung 
By the celeftial quires, when orient light 
Exhaling firk from darknefs they beheld ; 
Birth-day of Heav’n and Earth, with joy and fhout 
The hollow univerfal orb they fld, 
And touch'd their golden harps, and hymning 
prais’d 
God and his works. Creator him they fung, 
Both when firft ev’ning was, and when firk morn. 
Again, God faid, Let there be firmament 
Amid the waters, and let it divide 
The waters from the waters; and God made 
The firmament, expanfe of liquid, pure, 
Tranfparent, elemental air, diffus'’d 
In circuit to the uttermoft convex 
Of this great round; partiticn firm and fure, 
The waters underneath from thofe above 
Dividing ; for asearth, fo hethe world 
Built on circumfuous waters calm, in wide 
Cryftalline ocean, and the loud mifrule 


* Nir paf uncellrated, Ge.) The beacties of defeription lie fo 
very thick, that it ty almett imipodible to enumerate them. Tle 
port has emploved en them the whe le energy o“ our tongue. The 
fevi ral great {lencs ef the creation rif up 10 view one ater ano- 
ther, io fuch a manner, that the reader feems nrefent at this won- 
derful work; and to ailit among the quires uf Arg ls, who are the 
fpetators of in, How glorious is the cooclunon oi the Rett dav. 

Aidija, 


. 
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Of Chaos far remov'd, left fierce extremes 
Contiguous might diftemper the whole frame ; 
And Heav’n he nam’d the firmament: fo evn 
And morning chorus fung the fecond day. 

The earth was form’d, butin the womb as yet 
Of waters, embryon immature involv'd, 
Appear’d not ; over all the face of carth 
Main ocean flow’d ; not idle, but with warm 
Prolific humour foft'ning all her globe, ` 
Fermented. the great mother to conceive, 
Satiate with genial moiiture ; when God faid; 
Be gathered now ye waters under Heav'n 
Into one place, and let dry land appear. 
Immediately the mountains huze appear 
Emergent, and their broad bare backs upheave 
Into the clouds, their tops alcend the fky ; 

So high as heav’d, the tumid hills, fo low 

Down funk a hollow bottom broad and deep; 

Capacious bed of waters ; thither they 

Hatted with glad precipitance, uproll’d 

As drops on duft: conglobing from the dry ; 

Part rife in cry hal wall, or ridge dire, 

For hafte; fuch flight the great command im- 
prefs’cl- 

On the fivitt Hoods ; as armies atthe call 

Of trumpet (for of armies thou haft heard) 

‘Troop to their ftandard, fo the watry throng, 

Wave rolling after wave, where way they found, 

If fteep, with. torrent rapture, if through plain, 

Soft ebbing; nor withltood them rock or hill, 

But they, or under ground, or circuit wide 

With ferpent error wand ring, found their ways- 

And on the wafhy oofe deep channels wore ; 

Eafy, ere God had bid the ground be dry, 

Ail but within thofe banks, where rivers now 

Stream, and perpetual draw their humid train. 

The dry land, earth, and the great receptacle 

Of congregated waters he calld feas ; 

And jaw that it was good; and faid, Let th’ carth. 
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Put forth the verdant grafs, herb yielding feed, 

And fruit tree yielding fruit after her kind, 

Whiofe feed is in herfelt upon the earth. 

He fearce had faid, when the bare earth, till then 

Defart and bare, unfightly, unadorn’d, 

Brought forth the tender grais, whofe verdure clad 

Her univerfal face with pleafant green ; 

Then herbs of every leaf, that fudden flow'r’d 

Opening their various colours, and made gay 

Her bofom fmelling fweet : and thefe fearce blown, 

Forth flourifh’d thick the cluft'ring vine, forth crept 

The fmelling gourd, up ftood the corny reed 

Imbattled in her field, and th’ humble fhrub, 

And bufh with frizzl’d hair implicit: laft 

Rofe as in dance the ftately trees, and fpread 

"Their branches hung with copious fruit, or gemm'd 

Their blofloms *; with high woods the hills were 
crown’'d 

With tufts the valleys, and each fountain fide, 

With borders long the rivers; that earth now 

Scem’d like to Heav’n, a feat where Gods might 
dwell, 

Or wander with delight, and love to haunt 

Her facred fhades: though God had yet not rain’d 

Upon the earth, and man to till the ground 

None was; but from the earth a dewy mitt 

Went up and water’d all the ground, and each 

Plant ot the field, which, ere it was in th’ earth 

God made, and every herb, before it grew 

On the green ftem; God faw that it was good : 

So ev’n and morn recorded the third day. 

Again th’ Almighty ipake, Let there be lights 

High in th’ expante of Heaven, to divide 

The day from night; and let them be for figus, 

For feafons, and for days, and circling years, 

And let them be for lights as I ordain 

‘Their cffice in the firmament of Heav'n 

To give light on tle Earth; and it was fo. 


* Tut forth their b fomsy===ete bud forth. Hame. 
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And God made two great lights, great for their ufe 
To Man, the greater to have rule by day, 

The lefs by night altern ; and made the ftars, 
And fet them inthe firmainent of Heav’n 

‘To’ illuminate the earth, and rule the day 

In their viciffitude, and rule the night, 

And light from darknefs to divide. God faw, 
Surveying his great work, that it was good ; 

For of celeftial bodies firft the fun 

A mighty fphere he framd, unlightfome firft, 
Though of ethereal mold: then form’d the moon 
Globofe, and every magnitude of ftars, 

And fow'd with ftars the Heav’n thick as a field ; 
Of light by far the greater part he took, 
Tranfplanted from her cloudy fhrine, and plae’d 
In the fun’s orb, made porous to receive 

And drink the liquid-light, firm-to retain 

Her gather'd beams, great palace now of light. 
Hither, as to their fountain, other {tars 
Repairing, in their golden urns draw light, 

And hence the morning-planet gilds her horns : 
By tin@ture or reflection they augment 

Their fmall peculiar, though from human fight 
So far remote, with diminution feen. 

Firft in his eaft the glorious lamp was feen, 
Regent of day, and all th’ horizon round 
Invefted with bright rays, jocund torun 

His longitude through Heav’n's high road; the gray 
Dawn, andthe Pleiades * before him danc’d, 
Shedding fweet influence: lefs bright the moon, 
But oppofite in levell’d weit was fet, 

His mirror, with full face borrowing her light 


* The Pleiades are feven ftars in the neck of the confcilarion 
Taurus, which rifing about the time of the vernal eguinox, are 
called by the Latins Vergile. Qur poet therefore ia frying that 
the Plsiades danced before tie fun at his creation, intimates very 
plain'y that the c.eation was ia the {pring according to the common 
op.aiou. Meutia. 
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From him, for other light fhe needed none 

In that afpea&t, and {til that diltance keeps 

Vill night, then in the eatt her turn fhe fhines. 

Revolv’d on Heav’n’s great axle, and her reign 

With thoufand leffer lights dividual holds, 

With thoulind thoufand Rars, that then appear’d 

Spangling the hemifphere ; then firft adorn’d 

With their bright luminaries that fet and rofe, 

Glad ev’ning and glad morn crown’d the fourth day. 
And God faid, Let the waters generate 

Reptile with {pawn abundant, living foul : 

And let fowl Hy above the earth, with wings 

Difplay’d on th’ open firmament of Keay’n. 

And God created the great whales, and each 

Soul living, cach that crept, which plenteoully 

The waters generated by their kinds, 

And every bird of wing after his kind; 

And faw thatit was good, and blefs'd them, faying, 

Be fruitful, multiply, and in the feas 

And lakes, and running ftreams, the waters fill; * 

And let the fowl be multiply’d on th’ earth. 

Forthwith the founds and feas, each creek and bay 

With fry innumerable {warm, and fhoals 

Of fifth, that with their fins and thining fcales 

Glide under the green wave,* in iculls that oit 

Bank the mid fea; part fingle or with mate 

Graze the fea- weed their pafture, and through groves 

OF coral ftray, or {porting with quick glance, 

Show to the iun their wav'd coats dropt with gold, 

Or in their pearly fhells at eafe, attend 

Moit nutriment, or under rocks their food 

In jointed armour watch; on dmocth the feal, 

And bended dolphins play ; part huge ot bulk 

Wallowing unwieldy’, enormous in their gait, 

Tempek the ocean; there leviathan, 


* in fells that oft 
Bank the mid fea:) Shoals of fih fa vaft, that they appear like 
mighty banksin the midit of the fea. Sculls and jbeals are vatt 
multitudes of fith, of the Saxon /ceole, an aftembly, Hume, 
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Huge of living creatures, on the deep 

Stretch'd like a promontory, fleeps or iwims, 

And feems a moving land, and at his gills 

Draws in, and at his trunk fpouts out a fea. 

Mean while the tepid caves, and fens and fhores, 

Their brood as numerous hatch, from th’ egg that 
foon 

Burfting with kindly rupture forth difclos’d 

Their callow young, but feather'd foon and fledge 

They fumm’d their pens, and foaring th’ air fublime, 

Wich clang defpis'd the ground, under a cloud 

In profpect; there the eagle and the ftork 

On cliffs and cedar tops their * eyries build: 

Part loofely wing the region, part more wife 

In common, rang’d in figure wedge their way t, 

Intelligent of featons, and fet forth 

Their airy caravan high over feas 

Flying, and over lands with mutual wing 

Eating their flight; fo fteers the prudent crane 

Her annual voyage, borne on winds; the air 

Floats, as they pafs, fann’d with unnumber’d plumes; 

From branch to branch the fmaller birds with fong 

Solac’d the woods, and fpread their painted wings 

Till ev'n ; nor then the folemn nightingale 

Ceas’d warbling, but all night tnn’d her foft lays: 

Others on filver Jakes and rivers bath’d 

Their downy brealt; the iwan, with arched neck 

Between her white wings mantling proudly, rows 

Her flate with oary feet; yet oft they quit 

The dank, and rifing on {tiff pennons, tower 

‘The mid aereal {ky ; others on ground 

Walk’d firm ; thecrefted cock, whofe clarion founds 

The filent hours, and th’ other whofe gay train 


* Their net. 

rang'd in figure wedge their way.) Pliny has de- 

fcribed certain birds of paflage, flying in the form of a wedge, and 

fpreading wider and wider. Thofe behind reit upon thofe betore, 

tilj the leaders being tired are in their turn received intothe rear. 
Newton, 
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Adorns him, colour’d with the florid hue 

Of rainbows and flarry’ eyes. The waters thus 

With tith replenifh’d, and the air with fowl], 

Ewning and morn fulemniz d the fifth day, 
Thedixth, and of creation lalt arofe 

With cv ning harps and matin; when God faid, 

Let tl’ earth bring torth foul living in her kind, 

Cattle and creeping things, and th’ beaft of tl’ earth, 

Each in their kind. The earth obey’d, and trair 

Op'ning her fertile womb teem’d at a birth 

Innumerous living creatures, pertect forms, 

Limb'd and full grown ; out-of the ground up rofe, 

As from his Jair, the wild beattwhere he wons 

In foret wild, in thicket, brake, or den; 

Among the trees in pairs they rofe, they walk’d, 

‘The cattle in the fields and meadows green ; 

Thofe rare and folitary, thefe in flocks 

Paituring at once, and in broad herds upfprung. 

Lhe graly clods now calv’d*, now half appear'd 

The tawny lion, pawing to get tree 

His hinder parts, then iprings as broke from bonds, 

And rampant thakes his brinded mane; the ounce, 

The libbard, and the tyger, as the mole 

Rifing, the crumbled earth above them threw 

In hillocks : the fwift Itag from under ground 

Bore up his branching head; fearce from his mold 

Behemoth, biggelt born of carth, upheav'd 

His vaflnefs; fleec’d the flocks and bleating rofe, 

As plants; ambiguous betweendea and land 

The river~horfe and {caly crocodile. 

At once came forth whatever creeps the ground, 

Infe& or worm; thofe wav'd their limber fans 

For wings, and {mallett lineaments exact 

In all the liveries deck'd of dummer’s pride, 


* Dr. Pearce juftly obfervea, to calve (from the Belgic word 
Kulven) fignifies to bring forth; it is a general word, and does not 
relate to cows only ; for finds are laid to calve in Job xxxix. 1. and 
Plalm xxix. 9. Newton 
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With {pots of gold and purple’, azure and green ; 

‘Thefe as a line their long dimention drew, 

Streaking the ground with finuous trace ; not all 

Minims * of nature ; fome of ferpent-kind, 

Wondrous in length and corpulence, involv’d 

Their fnaky folds, and added wings. Firft crept 

The parfimonious emmet, provident 

Of future, in imall room large heart inclos’d, 

Pattern of jult equality perhaps 

Hereafter, joined in her popular tribes 

Of commonalty ; fwarming next appear’d 

The female bee, that feeds her hufband drone 

Delicioufly, and builds her waxen cells 

With honey ftor'd; the rek are numberlefs, 

And. thou their natures know'lt, and gavit them 
names, 

Needlefs to thee repeated ; nor unknown 

The ferpent, fubtleft bealt of all the field, 

OF huge extent fometimes, with brazen eyes 

And hairy mane terrific, though to thee 

Not noxious, but obedient at thy call. 

Now Heav’n in all her glory fhone, and roll’d 
Her motions, as the great firt Mover’s hand 
Firft wheel'd their courfe ; earth in her rich attire 
Coafummate lovely imild; air, water, earth, 

By fowl, fith, bea, was flown, was fwum, was 
walk'd 

Frequent ; and of the fixth day yet remain’d; 

There wanted yet the mafter-work, the end 

Of all yet done ; a creature who not prone 

And brute as other creatures, but endu’d 

With fanctity of reafon, might ered 

His ftature, and upright with front ferene 

Govern the reit, felt-knowing, and from thence 

Magnanimous to correfpond with Heav'n, 

But grateful to acknowledge whence his good 

Defcends, thither with heart, and voice, and eyes 


' *. The word was in ufe before for an order of Fryars, Minim mia 
nimi, fo called from affected humility. Newton. 
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Direéed in devotion, to adore 
And worfhip God fupreme, who made him chief 
Of all his works : therefore th’ omnipotent 
Eternal Father (for where is not he 
Prefent ?) thus to his Son audibly fpake. 

Let us make now Man in our image, Man 
In our fimilitude, and let them rule 
Over the fifth and fowl of fea and air, 
Beant of the field, and over all the earth, 
And every crecping thing that creeps the ground. 
This faid, be form’d thee, Adain, thee, O Man, 
Dult of the ground, and in thy noftrils breath’d 
The breath of life : in his own image he 
Created thee, in the image of God 
Expreis, and thou becam’ft a living foul. 
Male he created thee, but thy confort 
Vemale for race ; then blefs'd mankind, and faid, 
Be fruitful, multiply, and fll the earth, 
Subdue it, and throughout dominion hold 
Over fith of the fea, and fowl of the air, 
And every living thing that moves on th’ earth. 
Wherever thus created, for no place 
Is yet diftinét by name, thence, as thou know'lt, 
He brought thee into this delicious grove, 
‘This garden, planted with the trees of God, 
Delectable both to behold and tafte ; 
And trecly all their pleafant fruit for food 
Gave thec ; all forts are here that all th’ carth 

yields, 

Variety without end ; but of the tree, 
Which tafted works knowledge of good and evil, 
Thou may'ft not ; in the day thou eat’ft, thoudy’ft ; 
Death is the penalty impos’d ; beware, 
And govern well thy appetite, left Sin 
Surprife thee, and her black attendant Death. 

Here finifh’d he, and all that he fhad made 
View'd, and behold all was entirely good ; 
So ev’n and morn accomplith’d the fixth day ; 
Yet not till the Creator vo his work 


“A ‘Pus BE ACU TLS or MIM TON. 


Defifting, though unwearied, up return’d, 

Up to the Heav'n of Fleav’ns, his high abode, 

Thence to behold this new created world, 

TW addition of his empire, how it fhow’d 

In profpeét from his throne, how good, how fair, 

Anfwering his great idea. Up herode, 

Follow’d with acclamation and the found 

Symphonious of tenthoufand harps that tun’d 

Angelic harmonies: the earth, the air 

Refounded, (thou remember’tt, for thou heard’fl), 

The Weav’ns and all the conttellations rung, 

The planets in their ftation lift’ning tood, 

While the bright pomp aicended jubilant. . 

Open, ye everlafting gates, they fung, 

Open, ye Heav’ns, your living doors; let in 

The great Creator from his work return’d 

Magnificent, his fix days work, a world ; 

Open, and henceforth oft ; for God will deign 

To vitit oft the dwellings of jut men 

Delighted, and with frequent intercourfe 

Thither will fend his winged meflengers 

On errands of fupernal grace. So fung 

The‘glorious train afcending. He through Heay’n, 

That open’d wide her blazing portals, led 

‘To God’s eternal houfe direct the way ; 

A broad and ample road, whofe duft is gold, 

And pavement flars, as itars to thee appear, 

Seen in the galaxy, that milky way, 

Which nightly, as acircling zone, thou feeft 

Powder'd with ftars. And now on earth the 
feventh 

Ev ping arofe in Eden, forthe fun 

Was fet, and twilight from the eat came on, 

Forerunning night ; when atthe holy mount 

Of Heav'n's high-feated top, th’ imperial throne 

Of Godhead, fix'd for ever firm and fure, 

The Filial Pow’r arriv’d, and fat hiim down 

With his great Father; for he alo went 

Invifible, yet ftay’d, (fach privilege 
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Hath Omniprefence), and the work ordain’d, 
Author and end of all things ; and from work 
Now refting, blefs’d and hallow’d the fev'nth day, 
As refting on that day from all his work, 

But not in filence holy kept; the harp 

Had work, and refted not; the folemn pipe 
And dulcimer, all organs of fweet ftop, 

All founds on fret by ftring or golden wire * 
Temper’d foft tunings, interrnix’d with voice 
Choral or unifon : of incenfe clouds 

Fuming from golden cenfers, hid the mount. 
Creation and the fix days acts they fung, 

3reat are thy works, Jehovah, infinite 

Thy pow’r; what thought can meafure thee, or 

tongue 

Relate thee ? greater now in thy return 

‘Than from the giant-Angels: thee that day 
Thy thunders magnih’d, but to create 

Is greater than created to deftroy. 

Who can impair thee, mighty King, or bound 
‘Thy empire? Eafily the proud attempt 

Of Spirits apoftate, and their counfels vain 
‘Thou halt repell’d, while impioufly they thought 
‘Thee to diminifh, and from thee withdraw 
‘The number of thy worfhippers. Who feeks 
To leffen thee, againft his purpofe ferves 

To manifeft the more thy might: his evil 
Thou ufeft, and from thence creat’ more good. 
Witnefs this new-made world, another Heav’n, 
From Heav'n gate not far, founded in view 
On the clear hyaline +, the glaffy fea ; 

Of amplitude almoft immenfe, with fars 
Numerous, and every ftar perhaps a world 
Of deftin’d habitations but thou know it 

E2 


* All feands on fret by firing or gelden wire) On the fingers 
board of a bafs-viol, for inftance, are divifions athwart, by which 
the found is regulated and varied. Thefe divifions are’ called frets, 


Richardfex, 
T The glafly fea. 
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Their feafons: among thefe the feat of Men, 

Earth, with her nether ocean circumtus'd, 

Their pleafant dwelling-place. Thrice happy Men, 

And fons of Men, whom God hath thus advanc'd, 

Createdin his image, there to dwell, 

And worfhip him ; and in reward to rule 

Over his works, on earth, in fea, or air, 

And multiply a race of-worthippers 

Holy and jutt; thrice: happy, if they know 

Their happinefs, and-perievere upright. 

So fing they, and the empyrean rung 

With Halleluiahs : Thus was Sabbath kept. 
Paran. Lost, Book VII. p. a1. 


ADAM’s Account of bimfelf to RAPHAEL. 


Å S new wak'd from foundeh fleep * 
Soft on the flow’ry herb I found me laid 
in balmy iweat, which with his beams the fun 


* As new ayak'd from fous lef fleep, Gc.) “Adam then proceeds 
togive an account ef his condit-on and featiments immediately al- 
ter hia creation, How agreeably docs he reprefent the ‘pofture in 
which he teund himfelf, the beautiful’ landfxip»that furrounded him, 
and the gladnefs of heart which grew up in him on that occafion? 
Adam is afterwards deferibed as furpiifed at his own exiltence, and 
taking a turvey of himieif, and of all the works of nature. He 
likewiie ia reprefented as difcovering by the light of realon, that 
he and every thing about hiny must have heen the effeét of lome 
being infinitely good and powerful, and that this being had a right) 
tohis worthipand adoration. His firft addrets to the fur, and to 
thofe parts of the creation which made the moft diftinguifhed figure, 
isvery natural and amufing to the imagination, His next fenti- 
ment, when upon his firft going to feep he fancies himfelf lofing 
his exiftence, and falling away into nothing, can never be fufficient- 
ly admired. His dream, in which he (till preferves the conicioufnefs 
athis exittence, together with his removal into the garden, which 
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Soon dry'd, and on the reaking } moifture fed. 
Strait toward Heav’n my wond’ring eyes I turn’d, 
And gawd awhile the ample fky, tll ra's’d 

By quick inftin@ive motion, up | fprung, 
Asthitherward endeavouring, and upright 

Stood on my feet; about'mc round I faw 

Hill, dale, and fhady woods, and funny plains, 
And liquid lapfe of murm’ring ftreams ; by thefe, 
Creatures that liv’d and mov’d, and walk’d, or flew, 
Birds on the branches warbling ; all things finil’d, 
With fragrance and with joy my heart o’erflow’d. 
Myfelf I then perus'd, and limb by limb 

Survey d, and fometimes went, and fometimes ran . 
With fupple joints, as lively vigour led ; 

But who 1 was, or where, or trom that caufe, 
Knew not; tofpeax I try'd, and forthwith fpake ; 
My tongue obey'd, and readily could name 
Whate'er I faw.. Thou Sun, faid I, fair light, 
And thou enlighter’d Earth, fo freih and gay, 

Ye Hills and Dales ve Rivers, Woods, and Plains, 3 
And ye that live auc move, fair Creatures, tell, 
Tell, if ye faw, how-came | thus; how here ? 

Not of myfelf; by fome great Maker then, 

Jn goodne(s and in-pow'r pre-cminent ; 

Tell me, how'may 1 know him, how adore, 

From whom I have that thus I move and live, , 


E3 


was prepared for his reception, are alio cireumftances Guely imagin- 
cd, and grounded upon what is di livered in facred ftory, Thefe and 
the ike wonderful incidents in this part of the work have in them 
al the beauties of navelty, at the fame time that they have 
all the graces of nature. They ae fuch as none but a great Ge- 
nius could have thought of, though, unon the perulal of them, 
they kem to sie of themielyes from the fubject of which he treats. 
Ina word, though they are natural, they are not obvious, which is 
the teue chavacler of all fing writing. Addifen. 
t —— rrelieg) or reeking, is the fame as fteaming or fmoking 
from the Saxos Ree, finake. ‘This idea is not the moft delicate. 
Tow ton, 
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And feel that 1 am happier than Iknow. 

While thus 1 call’d, and fray ‘d I knew not nh a 
From where I frit drew air, and firft beheld 
‘This happy light, when anfwer none return’d, 

On a green fhady bank, profufe of flowers, 
Penfive I fat me down ; there gentle fleep 

Virlt found me, and with foft oppreflion feiz'd 
My droufed fenfe, untroubled, though 1 thought 

I then was pafling to my former ftate 

Infenfible, and forthwith to diflolve ; 

When fuddenly ftood at my head a dream, 

Whofe inward apparition gently movd 

My fancy to believe I yet had being, 

And liv’d. One came, methought, of fhape divine, 
And faid, Thy manfion wants thee, Adam, rife, 
Firft Man, of men innumerable ordain'd 

Fir Father ; call'd by thee, ] come thy guide 

To the garden of blifs, thy feat prepar'd. 

So faying, by the hand he took me rais’d, 

And over elds and waters, as in air 

Smooth fliding without ftep, laft led me up 

A woody mountain; whofe high top was plain, 

A circuit wide, inclos’ d, with goodlieit trees 
Planted, with walks, and bow’rs, that what | faw 
Of earth before feance pleafantfeem'd. Each tree 
Toaden with faireft fruit that hung toth’ eye 
‘Tempting, flirr’d in mefudden appetite 

To pluck | and eat ; whereat I wak’d, and found 
Before mine eyes all real, as the dream 

Had lively fhadow'd. Here had new begun 

My wand’riag, had not he who was my guide 
Up hither, from amoeng the trees appear’d, 
Prefence divine. Rejoicing, but with awe, 

In adoration at his teet 1 fell 

Submits; he rear’d me, and Whom thou fought’ 

Tam, 

Said mildly, Anthor of all this thou fect 

Above, or round about thee, or beneath. 

This Paradife I give thee, count it thine 
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Totill and keep, and of the fruit to eat: 
Of every tree that in the garden grows 
Eat freely with glad heart ; fear here no dearth 5 
But of the tree whofe operation brings 
Knowledge of good and ill, which I have fet 
The pledge of thy obedience and thy faith, 
Amid the garden bythe tree of life, 
Remember what I warn thee, flrun to takte, 
And fhun the bitter confequence ; for know, 
The day thou cat’it thereof, «my fole command 
Tranfgrefs’d, inevitably thou dhalt die, 
From that day mortal, and this happy fate 
Shalt lofe, expell’d from hence into a world 
Of woe and forrow. Sternly he pronouac’d 
The rigid interdiction; which refounds 
Yet dreadful in mine ear, though in my choice 
Not to incur ; but foon his clear afpect 
Return d, and gracious purpofe thus renew’d. 
Not only theie fair bounds, but all the eartiı 
To thee and to thy race { pive;.as lords 
Poffets it, and all things that therein live, 
Or live in fea, or air, beatt, fih, and fowl. 
In figa whereof each bird and beatt behold 
After their kinds ; { bring them to receive 
From thee their names, and pay thee fealty 
With low fubjection; underftand the fame 
OF fiih within their watry refidence, 
Not hither funimon’d, fince they cannot change 
‘Their element, to draw the thinner air. 
As thus he fpake, cach bird and bealt behold 
Approaching two and two, thefe cowring low 
With blanditiment, each bird ftoop’d on his wing. 
! nawd them, as they pafs’d, and underftood 
Their nature, with fuch knowledge God endu’d 
My fudden apprehention. But in thefe 
J found not what methought I wanted fill; 
And vo the heawoly vifion thus prefumd. 

O by what mume, for thou above all thefe, 
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Above mankind, or ought than mankind higher, 

Surpaffeft far my naming, how may | 

Adore thee, Author of this univerfe, 

And all this good to Man? for whole well-being 

So amply, and with hands fo liberal, 

‘Thou haft provided all things: but with me 

I fee not who partakes. In folitude 

What happineis, who can enjoy alone, 

Or all enjoying, what contentment find? 

Thus I prefumptuous; and the vifion bright, 

As with a {mile more brighten’d, thus reply’d. 
What call’ft thou folitude ? Is not the earth 

With various living creatures, and the air 

Replenifh’d, and all thefe at thy command 

‘To come and play before thee? Know’ft thou not 

‘Their language and their ways? they alfo know, 

And reafon not contemptibly ; with thefe 

Find paftime, and bear rule; thy realm is large. 

So fpake the univerfal Lord, and feem’d 

So ordring. I, with leave of {peech implor’d, 

And humble deprecation, thus replyd. 

Let not my words offend thee, heav'nly Power, 

My Maker, be propitious while ] fpeak. 

Haft thou net made me here thy fubfiitute, 

And thefe inferior far beneath me fet? 

Among tucquais what fociety 

Can fort, what harmony or true delight? 

Which muft be mutual, in proportion due 

Givn and receiv'd ; but in difparity 

‘The one intenfe, the other RIJ remifs, 

Cannot well fuit with either, but foon prove 

Tedious alike. Of fellowfhip I {peak 

Such as deel, fit to participate 

All rational delight, wherein the brute 

Cannot be human confert; they rejoice 

Each with their kind, lion with honefs ; 

So fitly them in pairs thou haft combind ; 

Much leis can bird with beat, or fiih with fowl 
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So well converfe, nor withthe ox the ape ; 
Worfe then can man with beaft, and leah of all. 
Whereto th’ Almighty anfwer’d not difpleas’d. 
A nice and fubtle happinefs I fee 
Thou to thyfelf propoieit, in the choice 
OF thy affociates, Adam, and wilt tafte 
No pleafure, though in pleafure, folitary. 
What think ft thou then of me, and this my ftate ? 
Seem I to thee fuficiently poifefs’d 
Of happinels, or not? who am alone 
Trom all eternity ; for none I know 
Second to ine, or like; equal much lefs. 
llow have I then with whom to hold converfe, 
Save with the creatures. which I made, and thofe 
To nv inferior, infinite defcents 
Beneath what other creatures are to thee? 
He ceas'd;, I lowly aniwer'd. To attain 
The height aud depth of thy eternal ways 
All human thoughts comeihort, Supreme of things ; 
Thou in thyJelf art perfect, andsin thee 
{s-no deficience found + not fo is Man, 
But in degree, the caule of. his defire 
By converfation with his liketo help 
Or folace his defe&ts. . No necdthat thou 
-Shouldit propagate, already infinite, 
And through all numbers abfolute, though one; 
But Man by number is to manifelt -: 
His fingle imperfection, and beget 
Like of his like, his image multiply’d,”’ 
Jn unity defective, which requires 
Collateral love, and cicareft amity. 
‘Thou in thy fecrecy although alone, 
Bett with thyfelf accompanied, feek’h not 
Social communication, yet fo pleas’d 
Cantt raife thy creature to what height thou wilt 
Of union or communion, deify'd: 
1 by converfing cannot thefe erect 
From prone, nor.in their aoe complacence find. 
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Thus I imbolden’d fpake, and freedom us'd 
Permiflive, and acceptance found, which gain'd 
‘This anfwer from the gracious voice divine. 

Thus far to try thee, Adam, | was pleas'd, 
And find thee knowing, not.of beatts alone, 
Which thou haf rightly nam’d, but of thyfell, 
Expreffing well the dpirit within thee tree, 

My image, not imparted to the brute, 

Whole fellowlhip therefore unmect for thee 
Good reafon was thou freely fhouldt diffike, 
And be fo minded Rill : I, ere thou {pak’ft, 
Knew it not good for Man to be alone ; 

And uo fuech company as then thow daw’ tt 
Intended thee, for trial only brought, 

To fee how thou couldit judge of fit and meet; 
What next I bring fhall pleaie thee, be aflur’d, 
Thy hikenefs, thy fit help, thy otherfelt, 

Thy with exaétly to thy heart’s defire. 

He ended, or Lheard ne more; for now 
My earthly by his heav’nly overpower'd, 

Which it had long foad under, ftrain’dto the height 
In that celeftial colloquy fublanc, 

As with an object that excels the fenfe 

Dazzled andipent, funk down, and fought repair 
Of fleep, which inflantly fell on me, call’d 
By nature as in aid, and clos’d mine eyes. 

Mine eyes he clos’d, but open left the cell 

Of fancy, my internal fight, by which 

Abitract as in a tyance methought I faw 

Though fleeping, where | lay, and faw the fhape 
Still glorious before whom awake I food ; 

Who {tooping open’d my left fide, and took 

From thence arib, with cordial {pirits warm, 
And life-blood ftreaming frefh ; wide was the wound, 
But fuddenly with flefh fill’d up, and heal’d: 

The rib he form’d and fafhion’d with his hands ; 
Under his forming hands a creature grew, 
Maalike, but diffcrent fex, fo lovely fair, 
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That what feenr'd fair in all the world, feem’d no ¥ 
Mean, orin her fumm’d up, in her contain’d, 
And in her looks, which from that time infus’d è 
Sweetneis into my heart, untelt before, 
And into all things iron her air infpir’d 
‘The {pirit of love, and amorous delight. 
She diiappeard, and left me dark; I wak’d 
To find her, or for ever to deplore 
Her lofs, and other pleafures all abjure : 
When out of hope, behold her, not far off, 
Such as I faw her in my dream, adorn’d 
With what all Earth or Heaven could beftow 
To make her amiable: on fhe came, 
Led by her heav’nly Maker, though unfeen, 
And guided by his voice, nor uninform’d 
Of nuptial fan@ity and miarficge-rites : 
Grace was. in all her teps, Heav’n in her eye, 
In every gefture dignity and love. 
1 overjoy’d could not forbear aloud. 
This turn hath made amends; thou haf fulfill’d 
Thy words, Creator bounteous and benign, 
Giver of all things fair, but faireft this 
Of all thy gifts, nor enviet. I now fee 
Bone of my bone, flefh of my flefh, myfelf 
Before me: Woman is her name, of Man 
Extracted ; for this caufe he thall forego 
Father and mother, and to his wife adhere ; 
And they thall be one flefh,-one heart, one foul. 
She heard me thus; and though divinely brought, 
Yet innocence, and virgin modelty, 
Her virtue and the conicience of her worth, 
That would be woo’d, and not unfought be won, 
Not obvious, not obtrufive, but retir’d, 
The more defirable, or, to fay all, 
Nature herfelf, though pure of finful thoughr, 
Wrought in her fo,:that fecing me, fhe turn’d ; 
I follow’d her, fhe-what was honor knew, 
And with obfequious majefty approv'd 
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My pleaded reafon. To the nuptial bow’r 

I led her blufhing like the morn; all Heav’n 
And happy conttellations on that hour 

Shed their feleételt influence ; the Earth 
Gave fign of gratulation, and each hill ; 
Joyous the birds ; frefh gales and gentle airs 
Whifper’d it to the woods, and from their wings 
Flung rofe, flung odors from the fpicy fhrub, 
Difporting, till the amorous bird of night 
Sung fpoufal, and bid hafe the evening-ftar 
On his hill-top, to light the bridal lamp. 


Paran. Lost, Book VII. p. 86. 


Eve’s Afcendency over ADAM, RAPHALL’s Ad- 
vice to him, relative to his Condud towards 


her, and Apan’s Reply. 


a WHEN bapproach 
Her lovelinefs, fo abfolute fhe feems, 

And in herfelf compleat, fo well to know 
Wer own, that what fhe wills to do or fay, 
Seems wifeft, virtuoufeft, difereeteft, beft ; 
All higher knowledge in her prefence falls 
Degraded, wifdom in difcourfe with her 
Lofes difcount’nance’d, and like folly fhows ; 
Authority and reafon on her wait, 

As one intended firft, not after made 
Occafionally ; and to confummate all, 
Greatnefs of mind, and noblenefs, their feat 
Build in her lovelhieft, and create an awe 
About her, as a guard angelic plac’d. 


Tae BEAUTIES or MILTON. 85 


To whom the Angel with contracted brow. 
Accufe not Nature, fhe hath done her part ; 
Do thou but thine ; and be not diffident 
OF wifdom, the deferts thee not, if thou 
Difmifs not her, when moft thou need’ft her nigh, 
By attributing overmuch to things 
Lefs excellent, as thou thyself perceiv’ft. 
For what admir’ft thou, what tranfports thee fo, 
An outfide? fair no doubt, and worthy well 
Thy cherifhing, thy honoring, and thy love, 
Not thy fubje@ion. Weigh with her thyfelf ; 
Then value: oft-times nothing profits more 
Than felf-cfteem, grounded on juft and right 
Well-manag’d ; of that {kill the more thou know’ft, 
The more fhe will acknowledge thee her head, 
And to realities yield all her fhows: 
Made fo adorn for thy delight the more, 
So awful, that with honor thou miy'it iove 
‘Thy mate, who fees when thou art feen leaft wife. 
But if the fenfe of touch whereby mankind 
Ts propagated feem fuch dear delight 
Beyond all other, think the fame vouchfaf"d 
To cattle and each bealt ; which would not be 
‘Yo them made common, and divulg’d if ought 
‘Therein enjoy d were worthy to fubdue 
‘The foul of man, or paflion in him move. 
What high’r in her fociety thou find’ft 
Attractive, human, rational, love ftill; 
In loving thou doft well, in paffion not, 
Wherein true love confiftsnot: love refines 
‘The thoughts, and heart enlarges, hath his feat 
In reafon, and is judicious ; is the fcale 
By which to heav’nly Jove thou may’ft afcend ; 
Not funk in carnal pleafure ; for which caufe 
Among the beafts no meat for thee was found. 
To whom thus half abafh’d Adam reply’d. 
Neither her outfide form’d fo fair, nor ought 
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In procreation common to all kinds 
(Though higher of the genial bed by far, 
And with myfericus reverence | deem), 
So much delights me, as thofe graceful ats, 
‘Thofe thoufand decencies that daily flow 
From all her words aud ations mix’d with tove 
And tweet compliance, which declare unfeign’d 
Union of mind, or in us both one foul; 
Harmony to behold in wedded pair 
More gratetul than harmonious found to th’ ear. 
Yet thefe fubje@ not: I to thee difclofe 
What inward thence I feel, not therefore foil'd, 
Who meet with various objects, from the fenfe.: 
Varioufly reprefenting ; yet fill free 
Approve the beft, and follow what I approve. 
To love thou blam’it me not, for love thou fay’ft 
Leads upto heawn, is both the way. and guide: 
Bear with me then, if lawful what I afk. 
Love not the heav nly Spirits, and how their love 
Exprefs they, by looks only, or do they mix 
Irradiance, virtual or immediate touch? 

To whomthe Angel, witha {mile that glow'd 
Celeftial rofy red, love’s proper hue, 
Anfwer'd. Let it fuffice thee that thou know’h 
Us happy, and without love no happinefs, 
Whatever pure thou in the body enjoy’it, 
(And pure thou wert created), we enjoy 
In eminence, and obftacle find none 
Of membrane, joint, or limb, exclufive bars : 
Eafier than air with air, if Spirits embrace, 
Total they mix, union of pure with pure 
Defiring; nor reftrain'd conveyance need, 
As flefh to mix with fleth, or foul with foul. 
But I can now no more; the parting fun 
Beyond the earth’s green Cape * and verdant ifles 


* Beyond Cape de Verd, the moft weftern point of Africa, ard 


gerdaut Nery the illands of Cape de Verd, a knot of {mall 
ifaods 
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Hefperian fets, my fignal to depart, 

Be ttrong, live happy’, and love ; but firk of all 
Him whom to love is to obey, and keep 

His great command; take heed leit pation fway 
Thy judgment todo ought, which elfe free will 
Would not admit ; thine and of all thy fons, 
‘The weal or woe in thee is plac'd ; beware. 

I in thy perfevering thall rejoice, 

And all the Blet; kand fall; to ftand or fall 
Frece in thine own asbitrement it lies. 

Perfect within, no outward aid require ; 

And all temptation to tranfgrels repel. 


Paxap. Lost, Book VIII. p. 110, 


iflands lying off Cape de Verd, fubject to the Portuguefe. Hef 
perian jets, lets wettward, from Helperus the evening ttar appear- 
ing there, my jignal to depart, tor he was only to Itay cll the 
evening. 


ADAm’s Advice to EvE, to avoid Temptation, 
ip 


O Woman, beft are all things as the will 
Of God ordain’d them; his creating hand 
Nothing imperfect or deficient left 

Of all that he created, much lefs Man, 

Or ought that- might his happy itate decure, 
Secure from outward force; within himfelf 
‘The danger lies, yet lies within his pow’r; 
Againtt his will he can receive no harm. 
But God left free the will, for what obeys 
Reafon, is free, and reafon he made 1ight, 
But bid her well beware, and ftill erect, 

Left by fome fair appearing good furpris’d 
She dictats falle, and miiinform the will 
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To do what God exprefsly hath forbid. 

Not then iniftrult, but tender love injoins, 
That I fhould mind thee oft, and mind thou me. 
Firm we fubfilt, yet poiiible to iwerve, 

Since reafon not impollibly may meet 

Some fpecious object by the foe fuborn’d, 

And fall into deception unaware, 

Not keeping ftritelt watch, as the.was warn’d. 
Seck not temptation then, which to avoid 

Were better, and inoit likely if from me 

‘Thou fever not; trial will come untought. 
Would’tt thou approve thy conitancy approve 
Firft thy obedience ; th’ other who can know, 
Not feeing thee attempted, who atteft ? 

Put if thou think, trial unfought may find . 

Us both feeurer than thus -warn’d thon feenrft, 
Go ; for thy ftay, not free, abfents thee more ; 
Go in thy nitive innocence, rely 

On what thou halt of virtue, fusnmon all, 

For God towards thee hath done his part, do thine. 


Paran. Lost, Book IX. p. 153. 


ma ma a a e a a aaa a a 


Gon’s Sentence in PARADISE. 


FROM his radiant feat he rofe 

Of high collateral glory ; him ‘Thrones and Pow’rs 
Princedoms, and Dominions miniftrant 
Accompanied to Heaven gate, from whence 

Eden and all the coalt in profpeét lay. 

Down he defcended firait: the fpeed of Gods 

‘Time counts not, though with fwifteft minutes wing’d. 
Now was the fun in weftern cadence low 

From noon, and gentle airs due at their hour 
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To fan the carth now wak’d, and ufher in 

‘The ev’ning cool; when he, from wrath more cool, 

Came, the mild judge and interceffor both, 

Yo fentence Man. ‘The voice of God they heard 

‘Now walking in the garden, by foft winds 

Brought to their cars, while day declind; they 

heard, 

And frem his prefence hid themfelves among 

The thicksft trees, both man and wife, till God 

Approaching, thus to Adam call'd aloud. 
Where art thou Adain, wont with joy to meet 

My coming feen far off? I mifs thee here, 

Not pleas’d, thus entertain'd with folitude, 

Where obvious duty’ ere while appear’d unfought: 

Or come I Iefs confpicuous, or what change 

Abfents thee, or what chance detains ? Come forth, 
He came, and with him Eve more loath, though 

firft 

To’ offend; difcount’nanc’d both, and difcompos’d : 

Love was not in their looks, either to God 

Or to eachother p but apparent guilt, 

And fhame, and perturbation, and defpair, 

Anger, and obftinacy’, and hate, and guile. 

Whence Adam falt’ring long, thus anfwer’d brief. 

I heard thee in the gard’a, and of thy. voice 

Afraid, being naked, hid myielf. To whom 

The gracious Judge without revile reply d. 

My voice thon oft haft heard, and haf not fear’d, 

But fill rejoic'd ; how is it now become 

So dreadful to thee ? that thov’ art naked, who 

Hath told thee? baft thou eaten of the tree, 

Whereof I gave thee charge thou fhouldit not eat? 
To whom thus Adam fore befet reply'd. 

O Heav’n! in evil Rrait this day I fand 

Before my Judge, either to undergo 

Mytelf the total crime, or to acenfe 

My other felf, the partner of my life ; 

Whofe failing, while her faith to me remains, 

1 fhould conceal, and not expofe to blame 

By my complaint: but Ari& neceflity 
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Subdues me, and calamitous conftraint, 

Left on my head both fin and punifhment, 
However infupportable, be all 

Devolv'd; though fhould I hold my peace, yet thou 
Wouldtt eafily dete& what I conceal, 

This Woman, whom thou mad'ft to be my help, 
And gav’ft me as thy perfec gift, fo good, 

So fit, fo acceptable, fo divine, 

That from her hand Í could fufpeé no ill; 

And what fhe did, whatever in itfelf, 

Her doing feem’d to juftify the deed; 

She gave me of the tree, and I did eat, 

To whom the Sov’ran Prefence thus reply’d. 
Was the thy God, that her thou didk obey 
Before his voice? or was fhe made thy guide, 
Superior, or but equal, that to her 
Thou didft refign thy manhood, and the place 
Whercin God fet thee’ above her, made of thee 
And for thee, whofe perfection far excell’d 
Hers in all real dignity ? Adorn’d 
She was indecd, and lovely to attrac 
Thy love, not thy fubjection ; and her gifts 
Were fuch as under government well feem’d, 
Unteemly to bear rule; which was thy part 
And perfon, hadit thou known thyfelf aright. 

So having faid, he thus to Eve in few. 

Say, Woman, what is this which thou have done? 

To whom fad Eve with fhame nigh overwkelm’d, 
Confefling foon, yct not before her Judge 
Bold or loquacious, thus abad reply’d. 

The ferpent me beguil d, and J did eat. 

Whieh when the Lord God heard, without delay 
To judgment he proceeded on the accus’d 
Serpent though brute, unable to transfer 
The guilt om him who made him intrument 
OL muchief, and polluted from.the end 
OF his creation, july then accurs’d,: 

As, vitiated in nature: more to kuow 
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Concern’d not man, (fince he no further knew), 
Nor alter’d his offence ; yet God at laft 
To Satan firk in fin his doom apply’d, 
Though in myfterious terms, judg’d as then beft : 
And on the ferpent thus his curfe let fall. 
Becaufe thou haft done this thou art accurs’d 
Above all cattle, each beaft of the field ; 
Upon thy belly grov’ling thou fhalt go, 
And dut fhalt eat all the days of thy life. 
Between thee and the woman I will put 
Enmity, and between thine and her feed ; 
Her feed fhall bruife thy head, thou bruife his heel. 

So fpake this oracle, then verify’d 
When Jefus fon of Mary, fecond Eve, 
Saw Satan fall like lightning down from Heav'n, 
Prince of the air ; then rifing from his grave 
Spoil’d Principalities and Pow'rs, triumph’d 
In open fhow, and with afcenfion bright 
Captivity led captive through the air, 
The realm itfelf of Satan long wfurp’d : 
Whom he fhall tread at laft under our feet ; 
Ev'n he who now foretold his fatal bruife. 
And to the woman thus his fentence turn’d. 
Thy forrow I will greatly multiply 
By thy conception ; children thou fhalt bring 
In forrow forth; and to thy hufband’s will 
Thine fhall fubmit : he over thee fhall rule. 

On Adam lat thus judgment he pronounc’d. 
Becaufe thow haft hearken’d to the’ voice of thy 

wile, 

And eaten of the tree, concerning which 
Icharg'd thee, frying, Thou fhalt not eat thereof : 
Curs'd is the ground tor thy jake ; thou in forrow 
Shalt eat thereof all the days of thy life ; 
‘Thorns alb’ and thiftles it thall bring thee forth 
Unbid ; and thou fhalt eat th’ herb of the field. 
In the fweat of thy face thalt thou cat bread, 
‘Till thou zetura unto the ground ; for thou 
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Out of the ground waft taken, know thy birth, 
For duft thou art, and fhalt to duft return. 


Paran, Losr, Book X. p. 224, 


Apam’s Soliloquy after his FALL, 


O' Miferable of happy’ ! sis this the end 

Of this new glorious world, and me fo late 
The glory of that glory, who now become 
Accurs'd of bleffed ? hide me from the face 
Of Gad, whom to behold was then my. height 
Of happinefs ! yet well, if here would end 
The mifery ; I deferv'd it, and would bear 
My own defervings: but this will not ferve ; 
Allthat I eat or drink, or fhall beget, 

Is propagated curfe. O voice once heard 
Delightfully, Zzcreafe and multiply, 

Now death to hear! for.what cant increafe 
Or multiply, but curfes on my head? 

Who of all ages tofucceed, but: fecling 

The evil on him brought by me, will curfe 
My head ? Ii fare our anceltor impure, 

For this we may thank Adam; but his thanks 
Shall be the execration: fo befides 

Mine own that. bide upon me, all from me 
Shall with a fierce reflux on me redound, 

On me as on their natural centre sight 
Heavy, thongh intheir place. O fleeting joys - 
OF Paradiic, dear bought with lañing woes ! 
Did ! requet thee, Maker, from my clay 

To mold me Man ? did I folicit thee 

From darknefsto promois me, or here place. 
In this delicious garden ? As my wiil 
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Concurr’d not to my be’ing, it were but right 

And equal to reduce me to my duft, 

Defirous to reign and render back 

All I receiv’d, unable to perform 

Thy terms too hard, by which I was to hold 

The good [fought not. “Fo the lofs of that, 

Sufficient penalty, why haft thou added 

The fenfe of endlefs woes ? inexplicable 

Thy jultice feems ; yet, to fay truth, too late 

I thus conteft 3 then fhould have been refus'd 

‘Thole terms whatever, when they were propos’d: 

Thou didit accept theni; wilt thow’ enjoy the 
good, 

Then cavilthe conditions? And though God 

Made thee without thy Jeave, what if thy fon 

Prove difobedient and reprov’d, retort, 

Wherefore didit thou beget me’? I fought it not: 

Wouldft thou admit for his contempt of thee 

That proud excule ? yet him not thy election, 

But natural neceflity, begot. 

God made thee’ of choice his own, and of his own 

To ferve him; thy reward was of his grace; 

Thy puniihment then juftly’ is at his will. 

Be’ it fo, for I fubmit; his doom is fair, 

Vhat duit Lam, and fhall to duft return. 

O welcome hour whenever! why delays 

His hand to execute what his decree 

Fix’d on this day ? why do-l overlive ? 

Why am | mock’d with death, and lengthen’d out 

To deathlefs pain? how gladly would [meet 

Mortality my fentence, and be earth 

Infentible ? how glad would lay me down 

Asin my mother’s lap ? there I {hould. reft 

And fleep fecure; his dreadful voice no more 

Would thunder in my ears, no fear of:worfe 

To me and.to my offspring would torment me 

With cruel-expeétation. Yet one doubt 

Purfues me ftill, left all 1 cannot die ; 

Left that pure breath of life, the {pi’rit of Man 
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Which God infpir’d, cannot together perith 

With this corporeal clod ; then in the grave, 

Or in fome other difmal place, who knows 

But I thall die a living death ? O thought 

Horrid, if true! yet why? it was but breath 

Of life that finn’d ; what dies but what had life 

And fin? the body properly hath neither. 

All of me then thall die : let this appeafe 

The doubt, fince human reach no further knows. 

For though the Lord of all be infinite, 

Is his wrath alfo? be it, Man is not fo, 

But mortal doom'd. How can he exercife 

Wrath withour end on Man whom death muk 
end ? 

Can he make deathlefs death ? that were to make 

Strange contradi@ion, which to God himfelf 

Impoltible is held, as argument 

Of weaknefs, not of pow'r. Will he draw out, 

Vor anger’s fake, finite to infinite 

In punith’d Man, to fatisfy his rigour 

Satisfy'd never ? that were to extend 

His fentence beyond duft, and nature’s law, 

By which all caufes elfe according {till 

To the reception of their matter act, 

Not to th’ extent of their own fphere. But fay 

That death be not one ftroke, as I fuppofd, 

Bereaving fenfe, but endlefs mifery 

From this day onward, which I feel begun 

Both in me, and without me, and fo lat 

To perpetuity: Ah me, that fear 

Comes thund'ring back with dreadfut revolution 

On my defencelefs head; both Death and I 

Am found eternal, and incorporate both ; 

Nor I on my part fingle, in me all 

Pofterity tands curs’d: fair patrimony 

That Imuft leave ye, Sons ; O were I able 

To wafe it allmyfelf, and leave ye none! 

So diinherited how would ‘you blefs 

Me, now your curfe ! Ah, why fhould all mankind 
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For one man’s fault thus guiltlefs be condemn’ d, 

If guiltlefs ? But from me what can proceed, 

But all corrupt, both mind and will deprav’d, 

Not to do only, but to will the fine 

With me ? how can they then acquitted fland 

In fight of God? Him after all difputes 

Forc’d I abfolve: all my evafiens vain, 

And reaionings, though through mazes, lead me Rill 

But to my own conviction ; firlt and lalt 

On me, me only, as the fource and fpring 

Of allcorruption, ull the blame lights due; 

So might the wrath. Yond wih ! couldft thou fup- 

port 

That burden heavier than the earth to bear, 

Than all the world much heavier, though divided 

With that bad woman? Thus what thou defir'ft, 

And what thou fear’t, alike deftroys all hope 

Of refuge, and concludes thee miferable 

Beyond all paft example and future, 

To Satan only like both crime and doom. 

O confcience, into what abyts of fears 

And horrors haft thou driv’n me; out of which 

I find no way, from deep to deeper plung’d! 
Paran, Lost, Book X. p. 283. 


Cuirist interceding with his Father for ADAM, 
and the ALMIGHTY’s Reply. 


SEE, Father, what firt fruits on earth arefprung 
From thy implanted grace in man, thefe fighs 

And pray’rs, which in this golden cenfer mix'd 
With incenfe, I thy Prieft before thee bring ; 
Fruits of more pleafing favour from thy feed 
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Soon with contrition in his heart, than thofe 
Which his own hand manuring all the trees 
Of Paradife could have produc’d, ere fall'n 
From innocence. Now therefore bend thine ear 
To fupplication ; hear his fighs though mute: 
Unfkilful with what words to pray, let me, 
Interpret for him, me his advocate 
And propitiation ; all his works on me, 
Good or not good, ingraft; my merit thol; 
Shall perfect : and for thefe my death fhall pay. 
Accept me, and in me from thefe receive 
The {mell of peace tow'ard mankind ; let him live 
Before thee reconcil d, at leait his days 
Number’d, though fad, till death, his doom, (which I 
‘To mitigate thus plead, not to reverfe), 
To better life fhall yield him, where with me 
All my redeem'd may dwell in joy and blifs, 
Made one with me, as I with thee am one. 

To whom the Father, without cloud, ferenc. 
All thy requeft for Man, accepted Son, 
Obtain; all thy requet was my decree. 
But longer in that Paradife to dwell, 
‘The law I gave to Nature him forbids: 
Thofe pure immortal elements, that know 
No grofs, no unharmonious mixture foul, 
Eje& him tainted now, and purge him off 
As a diemper, grofs to air as grofs, 
And mortal food, as may difpote him belt 
For diffolution wrought by fin, that firit 
Diftemper’d all things, and of incorrupt 
Corrupted. J at frit with two fair gifts 
Created him endow’d, with happineis 
And immortality : that fondly lot, 
This other ferv'd but to eternize woe ; 
Till I provided death ; fo death becomes 
His final reinedy, and after lite 
Try d in fharp tribulation, and refin’d 
By faith and faithful works, to fecond life, 
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Wak’d in the renovation of the juft, 
Religns him up with heav’n and earth renew’d. 


Paran. Lost, Book XI. p. 318. 


Lie Xing CoD Ar cS. 


YET once more, O ye Laurels, and once more 

Ye Myrtles brown, with Ivy never fere, 

I come to pluck your berries harfh and crude, 

And with tore’d fingers rude 

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year. 

Bitter conftraint, and fad occafion dear, 

Compels me to difturb your feafon due ; 

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime, 

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer ; 

Who would not fing for Lycidas ? he knew 

Himfelf to fing, and build the lofty rhime. 

He muf not toat upon his watry bier 

Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 

Without the meed of fome melodious tear. 
Begin then, Sifters of the facred well, 

That from beneath the feat of Jove doth fpring, 

Begin, and fomewhat loudly fweep the ftring. 

Hence with denial vain, and coy excufe, 

So may fome gentle Mufe 

With lucky words favor my deftin’d urn, 

And as he pafles turn, 

And bid fair peace be to my fable fhroud. 

For we were nurft upon the felf-fame hill, 


* In thismonody the author bewails a learned friend, unfortu- 
nately drown’d in his paflage from Chefter, on the Irith feas, 16375 
and by occafion foretels the ruin of our corrupted clergy, then in 
their height, 
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Fed the fame fleck by fountain, fhade, and rill. 

Together both, erethe high lawns appear’d 
Under the opening eye-lids of the morn, 

We drove a field, and both together heard 

What time the gray-fly winds her fultry horn, 

Batt’ning our flocks with the frefh dews of night, 

Oft till the flar that rofe, at evening, bright, 

Toward Heav’n’s defccnt had flop’d his weftring 
wheel. 

Mean while the rural dittics were not mute, 

‘Temper’d to th’ oaten flute, 

Rough Satyrs danc’d, and Fauns with cloven heel 

Trom the glad found would not be abfent long, 

And old Dame2tas lov’d to hear our fong. 

But O the heavy change, now thou ar: gone, 
Now thou art gone, and never muk return ! 
Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods, and defert caves 
With wild thyme and the gadding vine o’ergrown, 
And all thei echoes mourn. 
The willows, and the hazel copfes green, 
Shall now no more be feen, 
Fanning their joyous leaves to thy foit lays. 
Ass killing as the canker to the rofe, 
Or taint worm to the weanling herds that graze, 
Or froft to flow’rs, that their gay wardrobe wear, 
When firft the white-thorn blows ; 
Such, Lycidas, thy lofs to fhepherds ear. 

Where were yc, Nymphs, when the remorfelefs 

decp 

Clos’d o'er the head of your lov’d Lycidas ? 
For neither were ye.playing on the fteep, 
Where your old Bards, the famous Druids, lie, 
Nor on the fhaggy top of Mona high, 
Nor yet where Deva {preads her wifard ftream: 
Ay me! I fondly dream 
Had ye been there, for what could that have done ? 
What could the Mufe herfelf that Orpheus bore, 
The Mufe herfelffor hor inchanting don, 
Whom univerfal nature did lament, 
When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 
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Tis goary vifage down the ftream was fent, 
Down the fwift Hebrus to the Lefbian fhore? 

Alas ! what boots it with inceflant care 
To tend the homely flighted {hepherd’s trade, 
And ftriétly meditate the thanklefs Mufe ? 
Were it not better done as others ufe, 

To {port with Amaryllis in the fhade, 

Or with the tangles of Neera’s hair ? 

Fame is the fpur that the clear {pi’rit doth rife 
(That laf infirmity of noble mind) 

To fcorn delights, and live laborious days 5 

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find, 
And think to burk out into fudden blaze, 
Comes the blind fury with th’ abhorred thears, 
And flits the thin fpun life. But not the praife, 
Phebus reply’d, and touch’d my trembling ears ; 
Fame is no plant that grows on mortal foil, 
Nor in the ghift’ring foil 

Set off to th’ world, nor in broad rumour lies, 
But lives and fpreads aloft by thofe pure eyes, 
And perfect witnefs of all-judging Jove ; 

As he pronounces laftly on each deed, 

Of fo much fame in Heav'n expect thy meed, 

O fountain Arethufe, and thou honor’d food, 
Smooth-fliding Mincius, crown’d with vocal reeds, 
‘That ftrain I heard was of a higher mood : 
But now my oat proceeds, 

And liltens tothe herald of the fva 

‘That came in Neptune’s plea ; 

He afk'd the waves, and afk’d the fellon winds, 
What hard mifhap hath doom’d this gentle fwain ? 
And queftion’d every gult of rugged winds 
‘That blows from off each beaked promontory 5 
‘They knew not of his ftory, 

And fage Hippotades their anfwer brings, 

"That not a blaft was from his dungeon flray'd, 
The air was calm, and on the level brine 

Sleek Panope with all her fifters play’d. 
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Tt was that fatal and perfidious bark 
Built in th’ eclipfe, and rigg’d with curfes dark, 
That funk fo low that facred head of thine, 

Next Camus, reverend fire, went footing flow, 
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet fedge, 
Inwrought with figures dim, and onthe edge 
Like to that fanguine flow’r infcribed with woe. 
Ah! who hath reft (quoth he) my deareft pledge ? 
Laf came, and lah did go, 

The pilot of the Galilean Jake, 

‘Two mafly keys he bore of metals twain, 

(The golden opes, the iron fhuts amain) 

He fhook his mitr’d locks, and ftern befpake, 

How well corld! have fpar'd for thee, young {wain, 

Enow of fuch as for thcir bellies fake 

Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold ? 

OF other-care they little reck’ning make, 

‘Than how to fcramble at the fhearers feaft, 

And fhove away the worthy bidden guetft ; 

Blind mouths ! that fearce themfelves know how to 
hold 

A fheep-hook, or have Jearn’d ought elfe the leat 

‘That to the faithful herdman’s art belongs ! 

What recks it then? What need they ? They are fped; 

And when they lift, their lean and flafhy dongs 

Grate on their fcrannel pipes of wretched ftraw ; 

The hungry fheep look up, and arc not fed, 

But fwol’n with aind, and the rank miftthcy draw, 

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion {pread : 

Befides what the grim wolf with privy paw 

Daily devours apace, and nothing faid, 

But that two-handed engine at the door 

Stands ready to {mite once, and {mite no more, 

Return Alpheus, tle dread voice is pak, 

That fhrunk thy ftreams ; return Sicilian Mufe, 
And call the vales, and bid them hither caft 

Their bells, and flourets of a thoufand hues. 

Ye Valleys low, where the mild whifpers ufe 

Of fhades, and wanton winds, and gufhing brooks, 
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On whofe frefh lap the fwart ftar fparely looks, 

Throw hither al! your quaint enameld eyes, 

That on the green turf fuck the honied {howers, 

And purple all the ground with vernal flowers. 

Being the rathe primrofe that forfaken dies, 

The tufted crow-toe, and pale jeifamine, 

The white-pink, and the panfy freakt with jet, 

The plowing violet, 

The mufk-rofe, and the well attir’d woodbine, 

With cowflips wan that hang the penfive head, 

And every flow’r that fad embroidery wears : 

Bid amarantus-all his beauty fhed, 

And dailadillies fill their cups with tears, 

To ftrow the laureat herfe where Lyctd lies. 

For fo to interpofe a little eafe, 

Let our frail thoughts dally with falfe furmife. 

Ay me! Whilfi thee the fhores, and founding feas 

Wath far away, where’er thy bones are hurl'd, 

Whether beyond the ftormy Hebrides, 

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide 

Vifivf the bottom of the monitrous world 5 

Or whether thou to our moik vows deny'd, 

Sleep'ft by the fable of Bellerus old, 

Where the great vifion of the guarded mount 

Looks toward Namancosand Bayona’s hold; 

Look homeward Angel now, and melt with ruth : 

And, O ye Dolphins, waft the haplefs youth. 
Weep no more, woful Shepherds, weep no more, 

For Lycidas your forrow is not dead, 

Sunk though he be beneath the watry floor ; 

So finks the day-ftar in the ocean bed, 

And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 

And tricks his beams, and with new fpangled ore 

Flames in the forehead of the morning fky : 

So Lycidas funk low, but mounted high, 

Through the dear might of him that walk’d the 

waves, 
Where other groves and other ftreams along, 
With nectar purc his oozy locks he laves, 


we. 
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And hears the unexpreffive nuptial fong, 

In the blet kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
There entertain him al! the Saints above, 
In tolemn troops, and {weet focieties, 

‘Vhat fing, aad finging in their glory moves 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now Lycidas, the fhepherds weep no more ; 
Henceforth thou art the genius of the thore, 
In thy large recompenfe, and fhalt be good 
‘Yo allthat wander in that perilous flcod. 

Thus fang the uncouth fwain to th’ oaks and rills, 
While the {till inorn went out with fandals gnay, 
He touch’d the tender ftops of various quills, 

With eager thought warbling his Doric Jay : 
And now the fun had ftretch’d out all the hills, 
And now was dropt iato the weftern bay ; 
At laft he rofe, and twitch’d his mantle blue: 
‘To-morrow to frefh woods, and paflures new. 

Vol. IV. p. 184. 


Virtrur, Wispom, and CONTEMPLATION. 


VIRTUE could fee to do what Virtue would 
By her own radiant light, though fun and moon 
Were in the flat fea funk. And Wifdom’s felf 
Oft feeks to fweet retir’d folitude, 

Where with her belt nurfe Contemplation 

She plumes her feathers and lets grow her wings, 
“Thatin the various buflle of refort 

Were all too ruffled, and fumctimes impa'r'd. 
He that has light within hisown clear breast 

May fit rth’ center, and enjoy bright day : 

But he that hides a dark foul, and foul thoughts, 


Tsar BEAUTIES or MILTON. 103 


Benighted walks under the mid-day fun ; 
Himlelt4s his own dungeon. 


g 


Comus, Vol. IV. p. 124. 


MepiraTion and BEAUTY. 


MUSING Meditation moft affeets 

The penfive fecrecy of defert cell, 

Far from the chearful haunt of men and herds, 
And fits as fafe asin a fenate boufe; 

For who would rob a hermit of his weeds, 

His few books, or his beads, or maple dith, 

Or do his gray hairs any violence ? 

But Beauty, like the fair Hefperian tree 

Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard 
Of dragon watch, with uninchanted eye, 

To fave her bloiloms, and defend her fruit 
From the rath hand of bold Incontinence. 


Comus, Vol. IV. p. 125. 
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SHE that has that, is clad in complete fteel, 

And like a quiver’d nymph with arrows keen 

May trace huge foreits, and unharbour’d heaths, 
Infamous hills, and fandy perilous wilds, 

Where through the facred rays of Chaftity, 

No fivage tierce, bandite, or mountaineer 

Will dare to foil ber virgin purity: 

Yeathere, where very defolation dwells ~a \ 
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By grots, and caverns fhagg’d with horrid fhades, 

She may pafson with unblench’d majetty, 

Be it not done in pride, or in prefumption. 

Some fay no evil thing that walks by night, 

tn fog, or fire, by lake, or moorifh fen, 

Blue meager hag, or ftubborn unlaid gholt, 

‘hat breaks his magic chains at Curteu time, 

No goblin, or {wart fairy of the mine, 

Hath hurtful pow’r o’er true virginity. 

Do ye believe me yet, or fhall I call 

Antiquity from the old fchools of Greece 

To teftify the arms of Chattity? 

Hence had the huntrefs Dian her dread bow, 

Wair filver-fhafted queen, for ever chafte, 

Wherewith fhe tam’d the brinded lionefs 

And {potted mountain pard, but fet at nought 

The frivolous bolt of Cupid; Gods an men 

Fear'd her ftern frown, and fhe was queen o’ th’ 
woods, 

What was that fnaky-headed Gorgon fhield, 

That wife Minerva wore, unconquer'd virgin, 

Wherewith fhe freez’d her foes to congeal'd ftone, 

But rigid looks of chafte aufterity, 

And noble grace that dafh’d brute violence 

With fudden adoration, and blank awe? 

So dear to Heav’n is faintly Chaltity, 

That when a foul is found fincerely fo, 

A thoufand liveried Angels lacky her, 

Driving far off each thing of fin and guilt, 

And in clear dream, and folemn vifion, . 

Tell her of things that no grofs ear can hear, 

‘Till oft converfe with heav’nly habitants 

Begin to cafta beam on th’ outward fhape, 

The unpoWuted temple of the mind, 

And turns it by degrees to the foul’s effence, 

Till all be made immortal: but when lut, 

By unchafte looks, loofe geltures, and toul talk, 

But mof by lewd and lavifh a& of fin, 

Lets in defilement to the inward parts, 
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The foul grows clotted by contagion, 
Imbodies, and imbrutes, till fhe quite lofe 
The divine property of her firt being. 
Such are thofe thick and gloomy fhadows damp 
Oft feen in charnal vaults, and fepulchres, 
Ling ring, and fitting by a new made grave, 
As loath to leave the body thatit lov’d, 
And Jink’d itfelf by carnal fenfuality 
To adegenerate and degraded ftate. 
Comus, Vol. IV. p. 128. 


PHILOSOPHY. 


How charming is divine Philofophy! 
Not harfh, and crabbed, as dull fools fuppofe, 
zut mufical_as is Apollo’s lute, 

And a perpetual feaft of neétar’d fWweets, 
Where no crude furfeit reigns. 


Ibid. p. 133. 


True LIBERTY: 
TRUE Liberty 


Is loft, which always with right reafon dwells. 
Twinn’d, and from her hath no dividual being ; ` 
Reafon in man obicur’d, or not obey d, 
Immediately inordinate defires 

And upftart paflions catch the government 

From reafon, and to fervitude reduce 


Man tillthen free. 
Paran. Lost, Book XII. p. 400, 
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The Messian’s Opinion of Eantuuy GLORY 
and PRAISE. 


WHAT is glory but the blaze of fame, 

The pcople’s praite, if always pratfe unmix’d ? 

And what the people but a herd confus’d, 

A mifcellaneous rabble, who extol 

Things vulgar, and well weigh’d, fearce worth the 
praile ? 

They praife and they admire they know not what, 

And know not whom, but as one leadsthe other ; 

And what delight to be by fuch extoll’d, 

‘To live upon their tongues and be their talk, 

Of whom to be ditprais’d were no fmall praife ? 

His lot wha dares be fingularly good. 

‘Th’ intelligent among them and the wife 

Are few, and glory fcarce of few is rais’d. 


Paran. Recatn’p, Book III. p, 137, 


The Messran’s  Opiuion of EARTHLY 
WARRIORS. 


"THEY err who count it glorious to fubdue 
By conqueft far and wide, to over-run 

Large countries, and in field great battles win, 
Great cities by affault: what do thefe worthies, 
But rob and fpoil, burn, flaughter, and inflave 
Peaceable nations, neighb’ring or remote, 
Made captive, yet deferving treedom more 
‘Than thofe their conquerors, who leave behind 
Nothing but ruin wherefo¢’er they roves 
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And all the flourifhing works of peace deftroy, 
‘Then {weil with pride, and mult be titled Gods, 
Great Benefactors of mankind, Deliverers, 
Worthipt with temple, prieft and dacrifice ; 

One is the fon of Jove, of Mars the other; 

Till conqw’ror Death difcovers them fcarce men, 
Rolling in brutith vices, and deform’d, 

Violent or fhametul death their due.reward. 


Parap. Recatn’p, Book III. p. 39. 


Prowess of Bopy and MiND, 


O Fb how comely itis, and how reviving 

To the (pirits of jult men long opprefs'd ! 
When God into the-hands of their deliverer 
Puts invincible might 

To quell the mighty of the earth, th’ oppreffor, 
‘The brute and boitt’rous force of violent men 
Hardy and induttrious to fupport 

‘Yyrannic pow'r,: but raging to purfue 

The righteous and all fuch as honor truth ; 

He all their ammunition. . 

And feats of war defeats 

With plain heroic magnitude of mind ` 

And celettial vigor arm/’d, 

Their armories and magazines contemns, . 
Renders them ùfelefs, while 

With winged expedition 

swift as the lightning glance he executes 7 
His errand on the wicked, who furpris’d 

Lofe their defence diftraéted and amazd. 


Samson AconistEs, Vol. IIL p. 292, 
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On SUAKESPEAR. 1630. 


WHAT needs my Shakefpear for his honor'd 
bones 

The labor of an agein piled ftones, 
Or that his hallow'd reliques fhould be hid 
Under a flarry-pointing pyramid? 
Dear fon of memory, great heir of fame, 
What need’ thou fuch weak witnefs of thy name ? 
Thou in our wonder and aftonifhment 
Haft built thyfelf a live-long monument. 
For whilft to th’ fhame of flow endeavoring art 
Thy eafy numbers flow, and that each heart 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book 
Thofe Delphic lines with deep impreffion took, 
‘Then thou our fancy of itfelf bereaving, 
Doft make us marble with too muclr conceiving 5; 
And fo fepulcher’d in fuch pomp doft lie, 
‘That kings for fuch a tomb would with to die. 

Vol. IV. p. 45. 


Sone: On May Morning. o i 
NOW the bright morning ftar, day’s harbinger, 
Comes dancing trom the ealt, and leads with her 
The flow’ry May, who from her green lap throws 
The yellow cowflip, and the pale primrofe. 

Hail bounteous May that doft infpire 

Mirth and youth and warm defire ; 

Woods and groves are of thy drefling,, 

Hill and dale doth boaft thy blefing. 
Thus we falute thee with our early fong, 
And welcome thee, and with thee long. 

Vol. IV. p. 44- 
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VIRTUE and Evit. 


VIRTUE may be affail’d, but never hurt, 
Surpris’d by unjuft force, but not mthrall‘d ; 
Yea even that which mischief meant molt harm, 
Shall in the happy trial prove molt glory : 

But evil on itfelf thall back recoil, 

And mix no more with goodnefs, when at laft 
Gather’d like fcum, and fettled to itielā, 

Tt fhall be in eternal reftlefs change 

Self-fed, and felf-confum'd : if this fail, 

The pillar’d firmament is rottenneds, 

And earth’s bafe built on ftubble. 
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Comus, Vol, IV. p.143 
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M A NY- are the fayings of the wife 
In ancient and in modern books inroll’dy 
Extolling Patience as the trueft fortitude ; 
And to the bearing well of alf calamities, 
All chances incident to man’s frail life, 
Confolatories writ 


With ftudy’d argument, and much perfuafion fought 


Lenient of grief and anxious thought ; 
But with th’ affliéed in his pangs their found © 
Little prevails, or rather feems a tune ' 


Harth, and of diffonant mood from his complaint; _ 


Unlefs he feel within 

Some fource of confolation from above, 
Secret refrefhings, that repair his ttrength, 
And fainting fpirits uphold. 


Samson Aconisres, Vol. IV. p. 253. 
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SONNET: On his deceafed WIFE. 


METHOUGHT I faw my late efpoufed faint 
Brought to me like Alceitis from the grave, 
Whom Jove’s great fon to her glad hufband gave, 
Refcued from death by force, though pale and 

faint. 

Mine, as whom wafh’d from fpot of child-bed taint 
Purification in the old Law did dave, 

And fuch, as yet once more I truftto have 

Full fight of her in Heav’n without reftraint, 
Came vetted all in white, pure as her mind: 

Her face was veil'd, yet to my fancied fight 

Love, {weetnels, goodncis, in her perfon fhin'’d 
So clear, asin no face with more delight. 

But O as to embrace me the inclin’d, 

I wak’d, the fled, and day brought back my night. 


Vol. IVa p. 235. 
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— SPIRITS when they pleafe 

Can either fex aflume, or both; fo foft 

And uncompounded is their effence pure; 

Not ty’d or manacled with joint-or limb, 

Nor founded on the brittle, ttrength of bones, - 

Like cumbrous._ flefh ; but in what fhape they chufe - 
Dilated or condens’d, bright or obicure, 

Can execute their airy purpofes, 

And works of love or enmity fulfil. 


Paran. Lost, Book I. p. 13. 


E 
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—— WHAT avails 

Valour or ftrength, though matchlefs, quell’d with 
ain 

Which all fubdues, and makes remifs the hands 

Of mightielt? Senfe of pleafure we may well 

Spare out of life perhaps, and not repine ; 

But live content, which is the calmeft life : 

But pain is perfect mifery, the worlt 

OF evils; and excellive, overturns 

All patience, 


Paran. Lost, Book VI. p. 150. 


HYPOCRISY. 


NEITHER man or angel can difcern 
Hypocrify, the only’ evil that walks 
Invifible, except to God alone, 
By his permiflive will, through heav’n and earth: 
And oft though Wifdom wake, Sufpicion fleeps 
At Wifdom’s gate, and to fimplicity 
Refigns her charge, while goodneis think no ill 
Where no ill fecms. 

Paran. Lost, Book HI, p. 76, 
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: The Lavy reproving COMUS. 


I HATE when vice can bolt her arguments, 
And virtue has no tongue to check her pride. 
Impoftor, do not charge mott innocent Nature, 
As if the would her children fiiould be riotous 
With her abundance; fhe good caterefs 

Means her provifion only to the good, 

‘That live according to her fober laws, 

And holy dictate of fpare temperance: 

If every jut man, that now pines with want, 
Had but a moderate and befeeming thare 

OF that which lewdly pamper’d luxury 

Now heaps upon fome few with valt excefs, 
Nature’s full bleffinys would be well difpens’d 
In unfuperfluous even proportion, 

And the no whit incumber’d with her ftore, 

And then the giver would be better thank’d, 
His praife due paid ; for fwinith gluttony 

Ne’er looks to Heay n amidft his gorgeous feaft, 
But with befotted bafe ingratitude 

Crams, and blafphemes his feeder. Shall I go on? 
Or have I faid enough? To him that dares 
Arm his profane tongue with contemptuous words 
Acaink the fun-clad pow’r of Chatlity, 

Fain would T fomething fay, yet to what end? 
Thou haft not ear, nor foul to apprehend 

The fublime notion, and high myitery, 

That muf be utter’d to unfold the fage 

And ferious doétrine of Virginity, 

And thou art worthy that thou thould ft not know 
More happinefs than this thy prefent lot. 

Enjoy your dear wit, and gay rhetoric, 

‘That have fo well been taught her dazling fence, 
Thou art not fit to hear thyfelf convine’d ; 

Yet dhould ltry, the uncontrouled worth 
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Of this pure caufe would kindle my rapt {pirits 

To fuch a flame of facred vehemence, y 

That dumh things would be mov’d to fympathize, 

And the pay earth would lend her nerves, an 
fhake, 

Till all thy magic ftruaures rear'd fo high, 

Were fhatter’d into heaps o'er thy falfe head. 


Comus, Vol, IV. p. 159. 


SONNET žo the NIGHTINGALE. 


O Nightingale, that on yon blooming fpray 
Warbleft at eve, when all the woods are ftill, 
‘Thou with frefh hope the lover’s heart doft fill, 
While the jolly hours lead on propitious May. 

Thy liquid notes that clofe the eye of day, 

Firft heard before the fhallow cuccoo’s bill, 
Portend fuccefs in love ; O if Jove’s will 
Have link’d that amorous pow’r to thy foft lay, 

Now timely fing, ere the rude bird of hate 
Foretel my hopelets doom in fome grove nigh ; 
As thou from year to year haf fung too late 

For my relief, yet hadft no reafon why : 

Whether the Mufe, or Love call thee his mate, 
Both them I ferve, and of their train am IJ. 


Vol. IV. p. 215. 


Econo: <A Sone. 


SWEET Echo, fweeteft nymph, that liv’ unfeen, 
Within thy aery theth, 
By flow Meandcr’s margent green, 
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And in the violet embroider’d vale, 
Where the Idve-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her fad fong mourneth well ; 
Canf thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likeft thy Narciffus are ? 
O if thou have 
Hid them in fome flow’ry cave, 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parly, daughter of the fphere, 
So may’ft thou be tranflated to the fkies, 
And give refounding grace to all Heav’n's harmonies. 


Comus, Vol. IV, p. 110. 


BELIAu’s Infructions to feduce the Messia and 
SatTan’s Reply. 


SE T women in his eye, and in his walk, 
Among daughters of men the faireft found ; 
Many are in each region pafling fair 

As the noon fky ; more like to Goddeffes 
Than mortal creatures, graceful and difcreet, 
Expert in amorous arts, inchanting tongues 
Perfuafive. virgin majetly with mild 

And {weet allay’d, yet terrible ’approach, 
Skill d to retire, and in retiring draw 

Hearts after them tangled-in amorous nets. 
Sach obje& hath the pow’r to foft’n and tame 
Severe't temper, dmooth che rugged’ft brow, 
Enerve, and with voluptuous hope diffolve, 
Draw out with credulous dedire, and lead 

At will the manlieft, refoluteft breaft, 

As the magnetic, hardeft iron draws. 

Women, when nothing elle, beguil’d the heart 
Of wifelt Solomon, and made him build, 
And mad¢him bowto the Gods of his wives. 


%“ 
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To whom quick anfwer Satan thus return’d, 
Belial, in much uneven {cale thou weigh ft 
All others by thyfelt ; becaufe of old 
Thou thyfelf doat’dit on womankind, admiring 
Their fhape, their color, andattraive grace, 
None are, thouthink’ft, but taken with fuch toys: 
For Solomon, he liv’d at eafe, and full 
Of honor, wealth, high fare, aim’d not beyond 
Higher defign than to enjoy his ftate ; 
Thence tothe bait of women lay expos’d : 
But he whom we attempt is wifer far 
Than Solomon, of more exalted mind, 
Made and fet wholly on th’ accomplifhment 
Of greateft things ; what woman will you find, 
Though of this age the wonder and the fame, 
On whom his leifure will vouchfafe an eye 
Of fond defire ? or fhauld fhe confident, 
As fitting queen ador’d on beauty’s throne, 
Defcend with all her winning charms begirt. 
'T’ enamour, as the zone of Venus once 
Wrought that effect on Jove, fo fables tell; 
How would one look from his majeftic brow 
Seated as on the top of virtue's hill, 4 
Difcount’nance her defpis’d, and put to rout 
All her array ; her female pride dejea, 
Or turn to reverent awe? bor beauty ftands 
In th’ admiration only of weak minds 
Led captive ; ceafe to’ admire, and all her plumes 
Fall flat and {hrink into a trivial toy, 
At every fudden flighting quite abath’d : 
Therefore with manlier objects we muft try 
Hisconflancy, with fuch as have more thow 
OF worth, of honor, glory’, and popular praife. 

Pakan. Recain’d, Book ILI. p. 64. 
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DEPARTURE of WINTER. 


SEE where furly Winter pafles off 

Far to the north, and calls his ruffian blafts : 

His blafts obey, and quit the howling hill, 

‘The fhatter’d foret, and the ravag’d vale ; 

Whike fofter gales fucceed, at whoic kind touch 

Diflolving fnows in livid torrents lofi, 

The mountains lift their green heads to the fky. 
As yet the trembling year is unconfirm’d, 

And winter oft’ at eve refumes the breeze, 

Chills the pale morn, and bids his driving fleets 

Deform the day delightlefs ; fo that fearce 

The bittern knows his time with bill ingulphe 

To fhake the founding marth, or from thy fhore 

‘The plovers when to fcatter o’er the heath, 

And fing 1 wild notes to the lilt'ning wafe. 
At lał from Aries rolls the bounteous fun, 

And the bright Bull receives him. Then no more 

Th’ expanfive atmofphere is cramp'd with cold, 

But full of life and vivifying foul, 

Lifts the light clouds fablime, and {preads them thin, 

Fleecy and white, o’er all-furreunding heav n, 
Forth fly the tepid Airs, and unconfin’d, 

Unbinding earch, the moving fottne(s ftrays. 

Joyous th impatient hufbandman perceives 
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Relenting Nature, and his lufty fleers 

Drives trom their ftalls to where the well-us‘d 
plough 

Lies in the furrow, loofen’d from the froh : 

There unrefufing, to the harnefs’d yoke 

They lend their fhoulder, and begin their toil, 

Cheer’d by the fimple fong and foaring lark. 

Mean-while incumbent o'er the fhining thare 

The matter leans, removes th’ obftruding clay, 

Winds the whole work, and fidelong lays the glebe. 

While thro’ the neighb’ring fields the fower ftalks, 
With meafur'd tep, and lib’ral throws the grain 
Into the faithful bofom of the ground : 

The harrow follows harfh, and fhuts the feene. 

Be gracious, Heav'n ! for now laborious Man 
Has done his part. Ye foft’ring Breezes, blow ! 
Ye foft’ning Dews, ye tender Showers, defcend ! 
And temper all, thou world-reviving Sun, 

Into the perfect year ! Nor ye who live 

In luxury and eafe, in pomp and pride, 

Think thefe lot themes unworthy of your ear: 
Such themes as thefe the rural Maro tung 

To wide-imperial Rome, in the fuil height 
Of elegance and tafte, by Greece refin’d. 

In ancient times the facred plough employ’d 
The kings and awful fathers of mankind ; 

And fome, with whom compar'd your infect-tribes 
Are but the beings of a furnmer's day, 

Have held the fcale of empire, rul’d the torm 
Of mighty war, then, with unweary’d hand, 
Difdaining little delicacies, feiz’d 

The plough, and greatly independent liv’d. 

Ye gen rous Britons ! venerate the plough ; 
And o’er your hills and long withdrawing vales 
Let Autumn fpread histreafures to the fun, 
Luxuriant and unbounded. As the fea 
Far thro’ his azure turbulent domain 
Your empire owns, and from a thoufand fhores 
Waits all the pomp of life into your ports, 
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So with fuperior boon may your rich foil, 
Exub'rant, Nature’s better bleflings pour 
Over ev'ry land, the naked nations clothe, 
And be th’ exhauftlefs gran’ry of a world ! 

‘Nor only thro’ the lenient air this change, 
Delicious, breathes ; the penetrative fun, 
His force deep darting to the dark retreat 
Of vegetation, fets the teaming pow’r 
At large, to wander o'er the verdant earth 
In various hues ; but chiefly thee, gay Green ! 
Thou {miling Nature's univerfal robe! 
United Hight antt-fhade ! where the fight dwells 
With growing flrength, and ever new delight. 

From the moiit meadow to the wither’d hill, 
Led by the breeze the vivid verdure runs, 
And fwells, and deepens, to the cherifh d eye. 
‘The hawthorn whiteus, and the juicy groves 
Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees, 
Till the whoie feafy-foreft Rands difplay’d 
In full luxuriance to the fighing gales, 
Where the deer ruftle thro’ the twining brake, 
And the birds fing conceal’d. At once array’d 
In all the colors of the fluthing year, 
By nature’s fwift and feeret-working hand 
The garden glows, and fills the lib'ral air 
With lavith fragrance, while the promis’d fruit 
Lies yet a little embryo, unperceiv d, 
Within its crimfon folds. Now from the town, 
Bury'd in fmoke, and flcep, and noifome damps 
Oft let me wander o'er the dewy ficlds, 
Where frefhnefs breathes, and dafh the trembling 

drops 

From the bent bufh, as through the verdant maze 
Offweet-brier hedges I purfue my walk, 
Or takte the fmel! of dairy, or afcend 
Some eminence, Augufta, in thy plains, 
And fee the country, far diffus'd around, 
One boundlefs blufh, one white-empurpl'd fhow’r 
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Of mingled blofloms, where the raptur'd eye 
Hurries from joy to joy, and, hid beneath 
The fair profulion, yellow Autumn fpies. 


Sprine, Vol.I. p. 3. 


SPRING unfolding her BBAHTIES. 


THE north-eaft fpends his rages he now fhut up 
Within his iron cave, th’ effufive South 
Warms the wide air, and o'er the void of heav’n 
Breathes the big clouds with vernal fhow’'rs diftent. 
At firft a dufky wreath they feem to rife, 

Scarce ftaining ether, but by fwift degrees 

In heaps on heaps the doubling vapour fails 
Along the loaded fky, and, mingling deep 

Sits on th’ horizon round a fettled gloom, 

Not fuch as wintry ftorms on mortals fhed, 
Oppreffing life, but lovely, gentle, kind, 

And full of ev’ry hope and ev’ry joy, 

The wilh of Nature. Gradual finks the breeze 
Into a perfe& calm, that not a breath 

Is heard'to quiver thro’ the clofing woods, 

Or ruftling turn the many-twinkling leaves 

Of afpin tall. Th’ uncurling floods, diffus’d 

In glafly breadth, feem thro’ delufive lapfe 
Forgetful of their courfe. Tis filence all, 

And pleafing expeétation. Herds and flocks 
Drop the dryprig, and, mute-imploring, eye 
The falling verdure. Huth’d in fhort fufpenfe 
The plumy people ftreak their wings with oil, 
To throw the lucid moifture trickling off, 

And wait th’ approaching fign to ftrike at once 
Into the general choir. Ev’n mountains, vales, 
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And forefls feem inpatient, to demand 
The promis’d fweetnefs. Man fuperior walks 
Amid the glad creation, mufing praife, 
And looking lively gratitude. At laft 
The clouds confign their treafures to the fields, 
And, foftly fhaking on the dimpled pool 
Prelufive drops, let all their moiflure flow 
In large effufion o'er the frefhen’d world. 
‘The ftealing fhower is fearce to patter heard 
By fuch as wander thro’ the foreft walks, 
Beneath the umbrageous multitude ‘of leaves, 
But who can hold the fhade while Heav'n defcends 
In univerfal bounty, fhedding herbs, 
And fruits, and flow'rs, on Nature’s ample |: p? 
Swift Fancy fir'd anticipates their growth, 
And while the milky nutriment diftils, 
Beholds the kindling country color round 

Thus all day long the full-diftended clouds 
Indulge their genial flores, and well-flower'd earth 
Is deep entich’d with vegetable life, 
‘Sill in the weftern fky, the downward fun 
Looks out, effulgent, from amid the flufh 
Of broken clouds, gay fhifting to his beam. 
The rapid radiance mftantancous ftrikes 
Th’ illumin'd mountain, thro’ the foret ftreams, 
Shakes on the floods, and in a yellow mif, 
Far fmoking o’er th’ interminable plain, 
In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems. 
Moit, bright, and green, the landi{cape laughs 

around 

Full fwell the woods; there ev'ry mufic wakes, 
Mixt in mild’concert with the warbling brooks 
Increas'd, the diftant bleatings of the hills, 
And hollow tows refponfive from the vales, 
Whence blending all the fweeten’d zephyr fprings. 
Mean-time refradled {rom yon’ caftern cloud, 
Beftriding earth, the grand ethereal bow 
Shoots up immenfe, and ev’ry hue unfolds 
Ta fair proportion mponing from the red 
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‘To where the violet fades into the fky. 

Here, awful Newton, the diflolying clouds 
Form, fronting on the fun, thy fhow’ry prifm, 
And to the fage initruéted eye unfold 

The various twine of light, by thee difclos’d 
Trom the white mingling maze. Not fo the boy ; 
He wond'ring views the bright enchantment bend, 
Delightful, o'er the radient fields, and runs 

"To catch the falling glory ; but amazed 

Beholds the amufive arch before him fly, 

Chen vanifh quite away. Still night fucceeds, 

A foften’d fhade and faturated earth 

Awaits the morning beam, to give to light, 
Rais’d thro’ ten thoufand diff’rent plaftic tubes, 
The balmy treafures of the former day. 

Then fpring the living herbs, profufcly wild, 
O'er all the deep-green earth, beyond the pow'r 
Of botanifts to number up their tribes: 
Whether he fteals along the lonely dale, 

Tn filent fearch, or thro’ the foreft, rank 

With what the dull incurious weeds account, 
Burfts his blind way, or climbs the mountain-rock, 
Vir’d by the nodding verdure of its brow. 

With fuch a liberal hand has Nature flung 

‘Their feeds abroad, blown them about in winds, 
Innum’rous mix’d them with the nurling mould, 
‘The moift’nig current, and prolific rain. 

jut who their virtues can declare? who pierce 
With vifion pure, into thefe fecret flores 
Of health and life, and joy? the food of Man, 
While yet he liv'd in innocence, and told 
A length of golden years, unflefli’d in blood, 

A ftranger to the favage arts of life, 
Death, rapine, carnage, furfeit, and difeate; 
The lord, and not the tyrant, of the world. 

‘The firit frefh dawn then wak’d the gladden’d race 
OF uncorrupted man, nor blufh’d to fee 
‘The fluggard feep beneath its facred beam ; 
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For their ight flambers gently fum’d away, 
And up they rofe as vig’rous asithe fun, 
Or to the culture of the willing glebe, 
Or to the cheerful tendance of the flock. 
Mean-time the fong went round; and dance and 
fport, 

Wifdom and friendly talk, fucceflive, ftole 
Their hours away ; while in the rofy vale 
Love breath’d his infant fighs, from anguith free, 
And full replete with blifs, fave the fweet pain 
That inly thrilling but exalts it more. 
Nor yet injurious act norfurly deed 
Was known among thofe happy fons of Heav'n, 
Tor reafon and benevolence were law. 
Harmonious Nature too look’d fmiling on. 
Clear fhone the fkies, cool’d with eternal gales, 
And balmy fpirit all. The youthful Sun 
Shot his boft rays, and fill the gracious clouds 
Dropp’d fatnefs down, as o’er the {welling mead 
The herds and flocks commixing play’d fecure. 
This when, emergent from the gloomy wood, 
The glaring lion faw, his horrid heart 
Was meeken’d, and he join’d his fullen joy 5 
For mufic held the whole in perfect peace : 
Soft figh’d the flute; the tender voice was heard, 
Warbling the varied heart; the woodlands round 
Apply’d their quire ; and winds and waters flow’d 
In confonance. Such were thofe prime of days. 

But now thofe white unblemifh’d manners, whence 
‘The fabling poets took their Golden Age, 
Are found no more amid thefe iron times, 
‘Theie dregs of life! Now the diftemper’d mind 
Has loft that concord of harmonious pow’rs 
Which forms the foul cf happinefs, and all 
Is of the poife within. The paffions all 
Have burit their bounds, and reafon, half extin, 
Or impotent, or elfe approving, fees 
‘The foul diforder. Senfelefs and deform’d, 
Convulfive anger orms at large; or, pale 
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And filent, fettles into fell revenge. 

Bafe envy withers at another’s joy, 

And hates that excellence it cannot reach. 

Defponding fear, of feeble fancies full, 

Weak and unmanly, loofens ev'ry pow’r. 

Ev’n love:itfelf is hitterne/s of foul, 

A penfive anguifh pining at the heart ; 

Or, funk to fordid interet, feels no more 

That noble wilh, that never-cloy’d defire. 

Which, felfifh joy difdaining, feeks alone 

To blefs the dearer object of its flame. 

Hope fickens with extravagance; and grief, 

OF life impatient, into madnefs fwells, 

Or in dead filence waftes the weeping hours, 

‘Thefe, and a thoufand mix’demotions more, 

From ever-changing views of good and ill, 

Form’d infinitely various, vex the mind 

With endleis torm; whence, deeply rankling grows 

The partial thought, a liftlefs unconcern, 

Cold, and averting from our neighbour's good ; 

‘Phen dark Difgull, and Hatred, winding Wiles, 

Coward Deceit, and ruffian Violence: 

At Jat, extiné each focial feeling, tell 

And joylefs Inhumanity pervades 

And petrifies the heart, Nature diflurb'd 

Is deem’d, vindictive, to have chang’d her courfe. 
Sprinc, Vol. I. p..8. 
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NOW when the firk foul torrent of the brooks, 
Swell’d with the vernal rains, is ebb’d away, 

And, whit’niag, down their mofly tinétur’d ftream 
Defcends the billowy foam: now is the time, 
While yet the dark brown water aids the guile, 
To tempt the trout, The well-diilembled fly, 
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‘The rod fine tap’ring with elaftic fpring, 

Snatch'd from the hoary fteed the floating line, 

And all thy flender watry ftores prepare. 

But Jet not on thy hook the tortur’d worm, 

Conyulfive, twilt in agonizing folds, 

Which, by rapacious hunger iwallow’d deep, 

Gives, as you tear it from the bieeding breait 

Of the weak helpiefs uncomplaining wretch, 

Harfh pain and horror to the tender hand. 
When with his lively ray the potent iun 

Has pierc’d the ftreams, and rous’d the finny race, 

‘Then, illuing cheerful, to thy fport repair ; 

Chief fhould the weltern breezes curling play, 

And light o’er ether bear the fhadowy clouds, 

High to their fount, this day, amid the hills 

And woodlands warbling round, trace up. the 

brooks ; 

The next purfue their rocky-channel'd maze 

Down-to the river,. in whofe ample wave 

Their little Naiads love to {port at large. 

Juft in the dubious point where with the pool 

Js mix'd the trembling ftreai, or where it boils 

Around the ttone; or from the hollow’d bank 

Reverted plays in undulating How, 

There throw, nice-judging, the delufive fly, 

And as you lead it round in artful curve, 

With eye attentive mark the {pringing game. 

Straight as above the furface of the flood 

They wanton rife, or urg’d by hunger leap, 

Then fix with gentle twitch the barbed hook ; 

Some lightly totling to the grafly bank, 

And to the fhelving hore flow-dragging fome, 

With various hand, proportion’d to their force. 

It yet too young, and eatily deceiv’d, 

A worthlefs pray fearce bends your pliant red, 

Him, piteous of his youth, and the thort {pace 

He has enjoy d the vital light of Heav'n, 

Soft difengage, and back into the ftream 

The fpeckled captive throw: but fhould you lure 
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From his dark haunt, beneath the tangled roots 
Of pendant trees, the monarch of the brook, 
Behoves you then to ply your fined art. 
Long time he, following cautious, {cans the fiy, 
And oft attempts to feize it, but as oft 
The dimpled water fpeaks his jealous fear: 
Atla, while haply o'er the fhaded fun 
Paffes a cloud, he defp'rate takes the death 
With fullen plunge: at once he darts along, 
Deep-ftruck, and runs out all the lengthen d line, 
Then feeks the fartheft ooze, the thelt’ring weed, 
"The cavern’d bank, his old fecure abode, 
And flies aloft, and flounces round the pool, 
Indignant of the guile. With yielding hand 
That feels him fill, yet to his furious courfe 
Gives way, you, now retiring, following now 
Acrofs the ftream, exhaut his idle rage, 
Till foating broad upon his breathlets fide, 
And to his fate abandon’d, to the fhore 
You gaily drag your unrefifting prize. 

Srrinc, Vol. I. p. 16. 


NATURE fuperior to Fancy: And the Pont’s 
Invocation to AMANDA. 


--— W H O can paint 
Like Nature ? Can Imagination boaft, 

Amid its gay creation, hues like hers ? 

Or can it mix them with that matchlefs fkill, 
And lofe them in each other, as appears 

In ev’ry bud that blows? If Fancy then 
Unequal fails beneath the pleafing tatk, 

Ah ! what fhall language dof ah ! where find word: 
Ting’d with fo many colors, and whofe pow’r, 
To life approaching, may perfume my lays 
With that fine oil, thofe aromatic gales, 
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That inexhauftive flow continual round ? 

Yet tho’ fuccefslefs will the toil delight. 

Come then ye virgins and ye youths! whofe hearts 

Have felt the raptures of refining love; 

And thou, Amanda! come, pride of my fong! 

Yorm'd by the Graces, Lovelinefs ttfelf! 

Come with thofe downcaft cyes, fedate and fwect, 

Thofe looks demure, that deeply pierce the foul, 

Where with the light of thoughtful reafon mix’d 

Shines lively fancy and the feeling heart : 

Oh, come! and while the rofy-footed May 

Steals blufhing on, together let us tread 

"The morning dews, and gather in their prime 

Frefh-blooming flow'rs to grace thy braided hair, 

And thy lov’d bofom, that improves their fweets. 
See, where the winding vale its lavifh ftores 

Irriguous {preads. See how the lily drinks 

The latent rill, fcarce oozing thro’ the grafs, 

Of growth luxuriant, or the humid bank 

In fair profufion decks.. Long. tet. us walk 

Where the breeze blows from yon’ extended ficld 

Of bloffom’d beans s Arabia cannot boaft 

A fuller gale of joy than, Jib’ral, thence 

Breathes thro’ the fenfe, and takes the ravifh’d foul. 

Nor is the mead unworthy of thy foot, 

Full of frefh verdure and unnumber’d flow’rs, 

The negligence of nature, wide and wild, 

Where undifguis'd by mimic Art, ihe fpreads 

Unbounded beauty to the roving eye: 

Here their delicious tafk the fervent bees, 

In {warming millions, tend: around, athwart, 

Thro’ the fott air the bufy nations fly, 

Cling to the bud, and with inferted tube 

Sucks its pure effence, its ethereal foul ; 

And oft’, with bolder wing, they foaring dare 

The purple heath, or where the wild thyme grows, 

And yellow load them with the lufcious fpoil. 
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Az length the finifh’d garden to the view 
Its vitas opens, and its alleys green, 
Snatch’d thro’ the verdant maze the hurried eye 
Difracted wanders ; now the bow'ry walk 
Of covert clofe, where fcarce a {peck of day 
Falls on the lengthen’d gloom, protracted {weeps, 
Now meets the bended tky; the river now 
Dimpling along, the breezy ruffled lake, 
The foreft dark’ning round, the glittering fpire,. 
Th’ ethereal mountain, and the diftant main. 
But why fo far excurfive ? when at hand, 
Along thefe blufhing borders bright with dew, 
And in yon’ mingled wildernefs of flow’rs 
Fair-handed Spring unbofoms ev’ry grace ; 
‘Yhrows out the fnow-drop and the crocus firlt ; 
‘The daily, primrofe, viotet darkly blue, 
And polyanthus, of unnumber'd dyes ; 
‘The yellow wall-flow’r, ftain'd with iron brown,. 
And Javifh tock that feents the garden round: 
From the foft wing of vernat breezcs fhed,, 
Anemonies ; auriculas, enrich d 
With fhining mealo’er all their velvet leaves, 
And full ranunculas, of glowing red. 
Then comes the tulip race, where beauty plays 
Her idle freaks ; from family diffus’d 
To family ; as flies the father-duft 
The varied colors run, and while they break 
On the charin’d eye, th’ exulting forit marks, 
With fecret pride, the wonders of his hand. 
No gradual bloom is wanting; from the bud, 
Firft-born of Spring, to Summer’s mufky tribes ; 
Nor Hyacinths, of pureft virgin white, 
J.ow bent, and blufhing inward; nor jonquils, 
Of potent fragrance ; nor Narciffus fair, 
As o'er the fabled fountain hanging Mit; 
Nor broad carnations, nor gay-fpotted pinks ; 
Nor, fhow’r'd from ev'ry bufh, the damafk rofe. 
Infinite numbers, delicacies, finells, 
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With hues on hues expreffion cannot paint, 

The breath of nature, and her endlets bloom. 
Hail, Source of Being! univerfal Soul 

Of heav’n and earth ! Eilential Prefence, hail ! 

‘To Thee I bend the knee; to Thee my thoughts 

Continual climb, who with a matter-hand 

Hatt the great whole into perfection touch’d. 

By Thee the various vegetative tribes, 

Wrapp’d in a filmy net, and clad with leaves, 

Draw the live ether, and imbibe the dew: 

By ‘Thee difpos d into congenial foils, 

Stands each attraétive plant, and fucks, and fwell 

The juicy tide, a twining mafsof tubes: 

Ac thy command the vernal fun awakes 

The torpid fap, detruded to the root 

By wintry winds, that now in fluent dance ° 

And lively termentation mounting, fpreads 

All this innum’rous-color'd fcene of things. 


Sprine, Vol. I. p. 19. 


Lovr and Music in the feather’d World. 


WHEN 6rit the foul of love is fent abroad, 
Warm thre’ the vital air, and on the heart 
Harmonious feizes, the gay troops begin, 
la gallant though, to plume the painted wing, 
And try again the long-forgotten iiaia, 
At firft faint-warbled; but no fooner grows 
‘The fott infufion prevalent and wide, 
‘Thanall, alive, at once their joy o’crflows 
In mulic unconfin'd. Up fprings the lark,, 
Shrill-voie’d and loud, the mellenger of Morn ; 
Ere yet the fhadows fly, he mounted fings 
Amid the dawning clouds, and from their haunts 
Calls up the tuneful nations. Ev'ry copfe 
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Deep-tangled, tree irregular, and bufh 
Pending with dewy moitture, oer the heads 
Of the coy, quiriiters that lodge within, 
Are prodigal of harmony. The trufh 
And wood-lark, o'er the kind-contending throng 
Superior heard, run thro’ the fweeteit length 
Of notes: when lil?ning Philomela deigns 
‘To let them joy, and purpofes, in thought 
Elate, to make her night excel their day. 
The blackbird whiftles irom the thorny brake ; 
The mellow bull-finch anfwers from the grove ; 
Nor are the linnets, o'er the flow'ring furze 
Pour’d out profusely, filent. Join’d to thefe, 
Innum’rous fongiters in the frefl’ning fhade 
Of new fprung leaves, their modulations mix 
Mellifluous ; the jay, the rook, the daw, 
And each harfh pipe, difcordant heard alone, 
Aid the full concert, while the ftock-dove breathes 
A melancholy murmur thro’ the whole. 

Tis love creates their melody, and all 
This walte of mufic is the voice of Love; 
That c'en to birds and beafts the tender arts 
Of pleating teaches. Idence the gloffy kind 
‘Try evry winning way inventive love 
Can digtate, and in courtfhip to their mates 
Four forth their little fouls. Firft, wide around, 
With diftant awe in airy rings they rove, 
Endeav’ring by a thoufand tricks te cateh 
‘The cunning, confcious, half-averted glance 
Of their regardlefs charmer. Should fhe feem 
Soft’ning, the leat approvance to beftow, 
Their colours burnifh, and by hope in‘pir’d, 
‘They brifk advance ; then on a fudden ftruck, 
Retire diforder d ; then again approach, 
In fond rotation fpread the fpotted wing, 
And fhiver ev’ry feather with defire. 

Connubial leayucs agreed, to the deep weods 
They hate away, alk as their fancy leads, 
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Pleafure, or food, or fecret fufety, prompts, 
That Nature's great command may be obey'd ; 
Nor all the fweet fenfations they perceive 

Indulg’d in vain, Some to the holly hedge 
Nethay repair, and to the thicket fome ; 

Some to the rude, protection of the thorn 
Commit their feeble offspring ; the cleft tree 
Offers its kind concealment to a few, 

Their food its infeéts, and its mofs their nelts: 
Others apart, far in the grafly dale 

Or rough’ning wake their humble texture weave : 
But molt in woodland folitudes delight, 

In untrequented glooms or shaggy banks, 

Steep, and divided by a babbling brook, 

Whole murmurs footh them all the live-long day, 
When by kind duty fixt. Among the roots 

Of hazel, pendent o'er the plaintive ream, 
They frame the firk toundation of their domes, 
Dry fprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid, 

And bound with clay together. Now ‘tis nought 
But rettlefs hurry thro’ the buty air, 

Beat by uanumber’d wings. The fwallow {weeps 
The flimy pool, to build his hanging houfe 
Intent ; and often from the carelefs back 

Of herds and flocks a thoufand tugging bills 
Pluck hair and wool; and oft’, when unobferv’d, 
Steal from the barn a ftraw ; till foft and warm, 
Clean and complete, their habitation grows. 

As thus the patient dam alliduous fits, 

Not to be tempted from her tender tafk, 

Or by fharp hunger or by fimooth delight, 

‘ho’ the whole loofen'd Spring around her blows, 
Her {ympathizing lover takes his tand 

High on th’ opponent bank, and cealclefs fings 
‘The tedious time away ; or elfe fupplies 
‘Her place a moment, while fhe fudden fits 

‘Vo pick the fcanty meal. ‘Th’ appointed time 
With pious toil fulfil?d, the callow young, 
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Warin'd and expanded into perfeé life, 
Their brittle bondage break, and come to light, 
A helplefs family ! demanding food 
With conftant clamour : O what paffions then, 
What melting {cntiments of kindly care, 
On the new parents leize! Away they fly 
Affectionate, and undefiring, bear 
The moft delicious moriel to ther young, 
Which equally diftributed, again 
The fearch begins. LEv'n fo a gentle pair, 
By fortune funk, but form’d of gen’rous mould, 
And charm’d with cares beyond the vulgar breatt, 
In fome lone cot, amid the diftant woods 
Suftain’d alone by providential Heav'n, 
Ott’ as they, weeping, eye their infant train 
Check their own appetites, and give them all, 

Nor toil alone they feorn; exalting love, 
By the great Father of the Spring in{pir’d; 
Gives inftant courage to the fearful race, 
And to the fimple art. Wich flealthy wing, 
Should fome rude foot their woody haunts mole(t, 
Amid a neighb'ring buth they filent drop, 
And whirring thence, as if alarm’d, deceive 
Th’ unfeeling fehoolboy. Hence around the head 
Of wand’ring fwain the white-wing’d plover wheels 
Her founding flight, and then directly on, 
In long excurfion, ikims the level lawn 
To tempt him from her neft. ‘Phe wild-duck hence 
O'er the rough mofs, and o'er the tracklefs wafte 
The heath-hen, Hutters: pious fraud! to lead 
The hot-purfuing fpaniel far aftray. 

Be not the Mule afham’d here to bemoan 
Her brothers of the grove, by tyrant Man 
Inhuman caught, and inthe narrow cage 
From liberty confin’d and boundlefs air. 
Dull are the pretty flaves, their plumage dull, 
Ragged, and all its brightning Iultre loft ; 
Nor is that fprightly wildnef in their notes, 
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Which, clear and vig’rous, warbles from the beech. 
O then, ye Friends of love and love-taught fone, 
Spare the foft tribes ! this barb rous art forbear ! 

If on your bolom innocence can win, 

Mufie engage, or piety perfuade. 

But let not chi-f the mghtingale lament 
Her ruin’d care, tao delicately iram’d 
‘To brook the harfh confinement of the cage. 

Oft when, returning with her loaded bill 
‘Th’ aftonifh’d’ mother finds a vacant nett, 

By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns 
'Robb’d, to the ground the vain: provilon falls, 
Her pinions ruffle, and low-drooping, fearce 

Can bear the: mourner to the poplar ihade, 
Where, all abandon’d to defpair, the fings 
Her forrows.thro’ the night, and on the bough 
Sole fitting, fill at ew’ry dying fall 

Takes up again her lamentable rain 

Of winding woe, till, wide around, the woods 
Sigh to her fong, and with her wail refound. 

But now the teather’d youth their former bounds, 
Ardent, difdain, and, weighing oft’ their wings, 
Demand the free pofleffion of the fky, 

‘This one glad office more, and then diffolves 
Parental love at once, now needlefs grown. 
Unlavith wifdom never works in vain. 

*Tis on fome ev’ning, funny, grateful, mild, 

When nought but balm is breathing thro’ the woods, 
With yellow luftre bright, that the new tribes 
Vilit the fpacious heav'ns, and look abroad 

On Nature’s common, far as they can fee 

Or wing, their range and pafture. O'er the boughs 
Dancing about, ftill at the giddy verge 

Their refolution fails ; their pinions fill 

In loofe libration ftretch’d, to truft the void 
‘Trembling refufe, till down before them fly 

The parent-guides, and chide, exhort, command, 
Or pufh them off. ‘The furging air receives 
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Kis plumy burden, and their felf-tauzht wings 

Winuew tle waving clement. On ground 

Alightod, boider up again they lead 

Farther and farther on, the length/ning flight, 

Till vanilh devry fear, and ev ry pow’r 

Rous'd into life and aétion, Night in air 

Th’ acquitted parents fee their foaring race, 

And once rejoiciny, never know them more. 
Spain, Vol. L p. 24. 


Force of SPRING on Man. 


STILL let my fong.a nobler note affume, 

And fing uy’ infufive force of Spring on Man. 

When heav’n and carth, as if contending, vie 

Yoraife his being and ferene his {ou!, 

Can he forbear.to join the gen’ral fimile 

Or Nature? can fierce paflions vex his breaft, 

While ev'ry galeis peace, and ev'ry grove 

Is melody ? Hence! from the bounteous walks 

Of ilowing Spring, ye fordid Sons of Earth ! 

Hard, and unfeeling of another's woe, 

Or only Javifh to yourfelves : away ! 

But come, ye gen’rous minds! in whofe wide 
thought 

Of all his works creative Bounty burns 

With warmeft beam, and on your open front 

Aud lib’ral eye fits, from his dark retreat 

Inviting modeft Want ; nor, till invok’d 

Can refllefs Goodnelis wait ; your active fearch 

Leaves no cold wintry corner unexplor’d ; 

Like filent-working Heav'n, furprizing oft 

The lonely heart with unexpected good. 

For you the roving fpirit of the wind 

Blows Sprine abroad ; for you the teeming clouds 

Deicend in gladiome plenty o'er the world ; 

And the fun theds his kindeft rays for you, 
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Ye flow'r of human race! In thefe green days , 
Reviving Sickneis lits her languid head, 
Life flows afrefh, and young-ey’d Health exalts 
The whole creation round, Contentment walks 
The funny glade, and feels an inward blifs 
Spring o’er his mind, beyond the pow'r of kings 
To purchafe. Pure ferenity apace 
Induces thought and contemplation Mill; 
By {wift degrees the love of Nature's works, 
And warms the bofom. till at läft fublim’d 
‘To rapture and enthufialtic heat, 
We feel the prefent Deity, and tafte 
The joy of God to fee a happy world! 

Sering, Vol. I. p. 34. 
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Love, REPENTANCE, JEALOUSY, end Con- 
NUBIAL BG iss. 


FLUSED by the fpirit of the genial year, 
Now from the virgin’s cheek a frefher biom 
Shoots, lefs and ieis, the Jive carnation round ; 
Her lips blufh deeper fweets ; fie breathes of youth; 
The fhining moifture fwells into her eyes 
In brighter flow; her wifhing bofom yields 
With palpitations wild ; kinds tumults feize 

Ter veins, and all her yielding foul is love. 
From the kneen gaze her lover turns away, 
Full of the dear ecftatic pow’r, and fick 
With fighing languifhment. Ali! then, ye Fair ! 
Be greatly cautious of your fliding hearts ; 
Dare not th’ infectious figh; the pleading look, 
Downcaft, and low, in meek fubmiflion drefs’d, 
But full of guile: let not the fervent tongue, 
Prompt to deceive, with adulation fmooth, 
Gain on your purpos'd will; nor inthe bow’r, 


1336 Tue BEAUTIES or THOMSON. 


Where woodbines flaunt, and rofes fhed a couch, 
White Evning draws her crimfon curtains round, . 
Truk yourfott minutes-with betraying Man. 

And lee th’ afpiring youth beware of love; 

Of the finooth glance beware 3 for ’t is too late, , 
When on his heart the torrent-foftneis pours : 
Then Wifdom proltrate lies, and fading fame 
Ditiolves in air away ; while the fond foul, 
Wrapp’d in gay vilions of unreal blits, - 

Still paints th’ illutive form ; the kindling grace, . 
Th’ enticing fmile, the modeft-feeming eye, 
Beneath whofe beauteous beams, belying Heav’n, 
Lurk fearcislefs cunning, cruelty and death ; 
And fill falle-warbling in his cheated ear 

Her Syren voice, enchanting draws him on 

‘Yo guileful fhores, and meads of tatal joy. 

Een prefent, in the very Jap of Love 
Inglorious laid, while mufic flows around, 
Perfumes, and oils, and wine and wanton hours, 
Amid the rofes fierce Repentance rears 
Her fnaky creft ; a quick returning pang 
Shoots thro’ the con{cious heart, where honor ftill, . 
And great defign, againit the oppreiiive load 
Of luxury by fits impatient heave. 

But ablent, what fantaitic woes arous’d, 

Rage in each thought, by reftlefs muting fed, 
Chill the warm cheek, and blatt the bloom of life? 
Neglected fortune flies, and diding fwitt, 

Prone into ruim fall his feorn’d affairs. 

’Tis nought but gloom around, the darken’d fun 
Lofes his light ; the rofy-bofom d Spring 

To weeping Fancy pines, and yon bright arch, 
Contracted, bends into a dufky vauk. 

All Nature fades extinét, and fhe alone 

Heard, felt, and feen, poileffes ev ry thought, 
Fills ev ry fenfe, and pants in ev'ry vein. 

Books are but formal dulnefs, tedious friends, 
And fad amid the focial band he fits, 
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Lonely and inattentive. [rom his tongue 
Th’ unfinifh’d period falls ; while borne away 
On fwelling thought, his wafted {pirit flies 

To the vain bofcm of his diant fair, 

And leaves the femblance of a lover, fix'd 

In melancholy fite, with head declin’d, 

And love-dejected eyes. Sudden he ftarts, 
Shook from his tender trance, and reftlefs runs 
To glimm’ring fhades and fympathetic glooms, 
Where the dun umbrage o’er the falling reams 
Romantic hangs: there thro’ the pentive dufk 
Strays, in heart-thrilling meditation loft : 
Indulging all to love, or on the bank 

‘Thrown amid drooping lilies, fwells the breeze 
With fighs unceafing, and the brook with tears. 
Thus in foft anguith he confumes the day, 
Nor quits his deep retirment till the moon 
Peeps thro’ the chambers of the fleecy eatt, 
Enlighten’d by degrees, and in her train 
Leads on the gentle hours ; then forth he walks, 
Beneath the trembling languifh of her beam, 
With foften’d foul, and wooes the bird of eve 
To mingle woes with his; or while the world 
Andall the fons of Care lie hufh’d in fleep, 
Affociates with the midnight fhadows drear, 
And, fighing tothe lonely taper, pours 

His idly-tortur’d heart into the page 

Meant for the moving mefienger of love, 
Where rapture burns on rapture, ev'ry ling, 
With rifing frenzy fird: but if on bed 
Delirious flung, fleep from his pillow flies: 
All night he toffes, nor the balmy pow’r 

In any pofture finds ; till the gray Mora. 

Lifts her pale luftre on the paler wretch, 
Exanimate by Jove; and then, perhaps, 
Exhaufted Nature finks a while to rett. 

Still interrupted by diftraded dreams, 

‘That o'er the fick imagination rile, 


137 


138 Tue BEAUTIES or THOMSON. 


And in biack colours paint the mimic feene. 
Oft’ with th’ enchantrefs of his foul he talks 
Sometimes in crowds diftrefs’d ; or if retir’d 
To fecret-winding flow’r enwoven how's, 

Far fromthe dull impertinence of Man, 

Juh as he, credulous, his endlefs cares 

Begins to lofe in blind oblivious love, 

Snatch’d from her yielded hand, he knows not how, 
Thro’ forefts huge, and long untravel’d heaths, 
With defolation brown, he wanders watte, 

In night and tempeft wrapp’d, or fhrinks aghat 
Back from the bending precipice, or wades 
The turbid ftream below, and ftrives to reach 
The farther fhore, where fuccourlefs and fad, 
She with extended arms his aid implores, 

But ftrivesin vain; borne by th’ outrageous flood 
To diftance down, he rides the ridgy wave, 

Or whelm’d beneath the boiling eddy finks. 
Thefe are the charming agonics of love, 

Whole mifery delights. But thro’ the heart 
Should jealoufy its venom once diffufe, 

"Tis then delightful mifery no more, 

But agony unmix’d, inceflant gall, 

Corroding ev'ry thought, and blafting all 
Love's paradife. Ye Fairy Profpects, then, 

Ye Beds of Rofes, and ye Bow’rs of joy, 
Farewel! ye Gleamings of departed Peace, 
Shine out your lat! the yellow tinging plague 
Internal vifion taints, and in a night 

OFf livid gloom imagination wraps. 

Ah, then, inltead of love enliven’d cheeks, 

Of funny features, and of ardent eyes, 

With flowing rapture bright, dark looks fucceed,. 
Suffus’d, and glaring with untender Ere ; 

A clouded afpe&, and a burning chees. 

Where the whole poifon’d foul malignant fits, 
And frightens love away. Ten thoufand fears. 
Invented wild, ten thoufand frantic views 
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Of horrid rivals, hanging on the charms 

For which he melts in fondnefs, eat him up 

With fervent anguifh and confuming rage. 

In vain reproaches lend their idle aid, 

Deceittul pride, and refolution frail, 

Giving falie peace a moment. Fancy pours 

Afreth her beauties on his bufy thought, 

Her fir endearments twining round the foul, 
With all the witchcraft of enfnaring love. 

Straight the fierce ftorm involves his mind anew, 
Flames thro’ the nerves, and boils along the veins, 
While anxious doubt diltraéts the tortur’d heart; 
For ev’n the fad affurance of his fears 

Were eafe to what he feels. Thus the warm youth, 
Whom Love deludes into his thorny wilds 

‘Thro’ flow’ry tempting paths, or leads a life 

Of fever’d rapture or of cruel care, 

His brighteft fames extinguith’d all, and all 

His lively moments running down to watte. 

But happy they! the happielt of their kind; 
Whom gentler ftars unite, and in one fate 

Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings, blend, 
*Tis not the coarfer tic of human laws, 

Unaat'ral oft, and foreign to the mind, 

That binds their peace, but harmony itfelf, 
Attuning all their paffions into love, 

Where friendfhip full exerts-her foftclt pow’r, 
Perfect efteem, enliven’d by defire 

Ineffable, and fympathy ot foul; 

Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will, 
With boundlels confidence; for nought but love 
Can anfwer love, and render blits fecure. 

Let him, ungen’rous, who, alone intent 

To blefs himfelf, from tordid parents buys 

The loathing virgin, in eternal care 

Well merited coniume his nights and days: 

Let barb’rous nations, whofe inhuman love 

is wild defive, ficrce as the funs they fecl; 
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Let Eaftern tyrants from the light of heav’n 
Seclude their bofom-ilaves, meanly poffeis d 
Of a mere lifelefs violated form, 
While thofe whom Jove cements in holy faith 
And equal tranfport, free as Nature live, 
Difdaining fear. What is the world to thein, 
Its pomp, its pleafure, and its nonfenfe all : 
Who in cach other clafp whatever fair 
High fancy forms, and lavifh: hearts can with? 
Something than beauty dearer, fhould they look 
Or on the mind or mind-illumin’d face : 
Truth, goodnefs, honour, harmony, and love, 
The richeft bounty of indulgent Heav’n. 
Mean time a fimling offspring rifes round, 
And mingles both their graces. By degrees 
The human bleflom blows, and ev'ry day, 
Soft as it rolts along thews fome new charms, 
The father’s luftre and the mother’s bloom. 
Then infant reafon grows apace, and calls 
For the kind hand ofan affiduous care, 

élightful tafk 1 to rear the tender thought, 
To teach the young idea how to {hoot, 
To. pour the frefh inftruction o'er the mind, 
To breathe th’ enliv ning fpirit, and to fix 
The gen'rous purpole inthe glowing breatt. 
Oh! fpeak the Joy, ye whom the fudden tear 
Surprifes often, while you Jook around, 
And nothing frikes your eye but fights of blifs, 
All various Nature preffing on the heart ;, 
An elegant fufhciency, content, 
Retirement, rural quiet, friendfhip,, books, 
Eafe, and alternate labour, ufeful life, 
Progreffive virtue, and approving heav/n. 
‘Thefe are the matchlefs joys of virtuous love, 
And thus their moments fly. The feafons thus, . 
As ceafelefs round a jarring world they roll, 
Still find them happy, and confenting Spring 
Sheds her own rofy garlands on their heads; _ 
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Till evening comes at laft, ferene and mild, 

When, after the long vernal day of life, 

Enamour'd more, as more remembrance {wells 

With many a proof of recollected love, 

Together down they fink in focial fleep : 

Together freed, their gentle {pirits fly 

To fcenes where Jove and blifs immortal reign, 
Serine, Vol. J. p. 37. 


Morninc in SUMMER; with the Port’s 
-ADDRESS žo the SUN. 


WHEN now no more th’ alternate Twins are fir'd, 
And Cancer reddens with the {olar blaze, 

Short is the doubtful empire of the Night, 

And foon, obfervaat of approaching Day, 

The meek-ey’'d Morn appears, mother of dews, 
At firk faint-gleaming in the dappled eaft, 

‘Vill far o'er ether fpreads the wid’ning glow, 

And from before the.luftre of her face 

White break the clouds away. With quicken’d flep 
Brown Night retires ; young Day pours in apace, 
And opens all the lawny profpeét wide. 

The dripping rock, the mountain’s mifty top, 
Swell onthe fight, and brighten with the dawn. 
Blue thro’ the dufk, the fmoking currents fhine, 
And from the bladed field the fearful hare 

Limps aukward; while along the foreft-glade 
The wild deer trip, and, often turning, gaze 

At early paffenger. Mutic awakes 

The native voice of undiifembled joy, 

And thick around the woodland hymns arife. 
Rous’d by the cock, the focn-clad thepherd leaves 
His mofly cottage, where with Peace he dwells. 
And from the crowded foldin order drives 

Flis flock to tafte the verdure of the morn. 
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Falfely luxurious, will not man awake, 
And {pringing from the bed of floth, enjoy 
The cool, the fragrant, and the filent hour, 
To meditation due and facred fong ? 
For is there ought in fleep can charm the wife ? 
To lie in dead oblivion, lofing half, 
The Meeting moments of too thort a life, 
Total extinction of th’ enlighten’d foul ! 
Or elfe to fev rith vanity alive, 
Wilder d, ard tofling through diftemper'd dreams ? 
Who weuldin fuch a gloomy ftate remain 
Longer than Nature craves, when evry Mufe 
And ev’ry blooming pleafure wait without 
To blefs the wildly-devious morning walk ? 
But yonder comes the powerful King of day, 
Rejoicing in the ealt. The !efs’ning cloud, 
The kindling azure, and the mountain’s brow, 
Ilum’d with fluid gold, his near approach 
Betoken glad. Lo! now apparent all, 
Aflant the dew-bright earth and colourd air 
He looks in boundlefs majefty abroad, 
And fheds the fhining day, that burnith'd plays 
On rocks and hills, and towrs, and wand’ring 
ftreams, 
High gleaming froma far. Prime cheerer, Light ! 
Of all material beings firft and bef ! 
Efflux divine ! Nature’s refplendent robe ! 
Without whofe vefting beauty all were wrapp'd 
In uneffential gloom ; and thou, O Sun! 
Soul of furrounding worlds! in whom belt feen 
Shines out thy Maker, may I fing of thee ? 
"Tis by thy fecret, ftrong, attractive force, 
As with a chain indiffoluble bound, 
Thy fyftem rolls entire; from the far bourne 
Of utmoft Saturn, wheeling wide his round 
Of thirty years, to Mercury, whofe difk 
Can {carce be caught by philofophic eye, 
Loft in the near effulgence of thy blaze, 
Informer of the planetary train ! 


‘> 
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Without whofe quick’ning glance their cumbrous orbs 
| Were brute unlovely mafs, inert and dead, 
_ éind not, as now, the green abodes of life, 
Tow many forms of being wait on thee! 
Inhaling fpirit, from th’ unfetter’d mind, 
By thee fubliin’d, down to the daily race, 
The mixing myriads of thy fetting beam? 
The vegetable world is alfo thine, 
Parent of Seafons! who the pomp precede 
That waits thy throne, asthro thy vaft domain 
Annual along the bright ecliptic road 
In world-rejoicing ftate it moves fubiime. 
Mean- time th’ expecting nation, circled gay 
With all the various tribes of foodful earth, 
Implore thy bounty, or fend grateful up 
A common hymn, while round thy beaming car, 
High-feen, the Seafons lead, in tprightly dance 
Harmonious knii, the rofy finger’d hours; 
The Zephyrs floating loofe, the timely Rains, 
OF bloom ethereal the light-footed Dews, 
And foften’d into joy the furly Storms ; 
Thefe in fucceflive turn with lavilh hand 
Show’r ev'ry beauty. ev ry fragrance fhow’r, 
Herbs, flow'rs, and fruits, till, kindling at thy touch, 
From land to land is fluth’d the vernal year. 
Nor to the furface of enliven’d earth, 
Graceful with hills, and dales, and leafy woods, 
Her lib ral trefles, is thy force confin'd, 
But to the bowel’d cavern darting deep, 
The min’ral kinds confefs thy mighty pow'r. 
Effulgent hence the veiny marble fines ; 
Hence labour draws his tools; hence burnifh’d 
War 
Gleams on the day ; the nobler works of Peace 
Hence blefs mankind, and gen’rous Commerce binds 
The round of nations in a golden chain. 
Th unfruitful rock itfelf, impregn’d by thee ; 
in dark retirement forms the lucid ftone: 
‘The lively dimond drinks thy pureft rays, 
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Colleéted light, compaét, that polifh’d bright, 
And all its native luftrelet abroad, 
Dares, as it fparkles on the fair one’s breaft, 
With vain ambition emulate her eyes. 
At thee the ruby lights its deep ning glow, 
And with a waving radiance inward flames, 
From thee the fapphire, folid ether, takes 
Its hue cerulean; and, of ev’ning tind, 
The purple-freaming amcthyft is thine. 
With thy own finile the yellow topaz burns; 
Nor deeper verdure dyes the robe of fpring, 
When firk fhe gives it to the fouthern gale, 
Than the greenem’rald fhows: but, all combin’d, 
Thick thro’ the whit’ning opal play thy beams, 
Or flying, fev’ral from its furface form 
A trembling variance of revolving hues, 
As the fite varies in the gazer’s hand. 

The very dead creation, from thy touch 
Affumes a mimic life. By thee refin'd, 
In brighter mazes the relucent ftream 
Plays o'er the mead. The precipice abrupt, 
Projecting horror on the blacken’d flood, 
Softens at thy return. The defert joys 
Wildly thro’ all his melancholy bounds. 
Rude ruin glitters; and the briny deep, 
Seen from fome pointed promontory’s top, 
Far to the blue horizon’s utmoft verge, 
Reitlefs, reflects a floating gleam. But this, 
And all the much-tranfported Mufe can fing, 
Are tothy beauty, dignity, and ufe 
Unequal far, great delegated fource 
“Of light, and life, and grace, and joy, below ! 

Summer, Vol. L p. 48. 
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Noon i SUMMER, HAY-MAKING, and SHEEP- 
SHEARING. 


HOME from his morning taik the fwain re 
treats, i 

His flock before him ftepping to the fold, 

While the fulleudder’d mother lows around 

The cheerful cottage, then expecting food, 

The food of innocence and health! The daw, 

The rook and magpie, to the gray-grown oaks, 

That the calm village in their verdant arms 

Shelvring, embrace, direct their lazy flight, 

Where on the mingling boughs they fit enrbow’r'd 

All the bot noon, till cooler hours arife. 

Faint underneath the houthold fowls convene ; 

And in a corner of the buzzing fhade 

The houfe-dog, with the vacant greyhound, lies, 

Outftretch’d and fleepy. In his flumbers one 

Attacks the nightly thief, andone exults 

O'er hill and dale, till waken’d by the wafp 

They ftarting fnap. Nor fhall the Mufe didain 

To Jet the nowy dammer race , 

Live in her lay, and flutter thro’ her fong: 

Not mean, tho’ fimple; tothe Sun ally’d, 

From him they draw their animating fire. 

Wak'd by his warmer ray the reptile young 
Come wing’d abroad, by the light air upborne; 
Lighter, and full of foul. From ev'ry chink 
And fecret corner, where they flept away 
The wintry ftorms, or rifing from their tombs 
To higher tife by myriads forth at once 
Swarming they pour, of all the vary’d hues 
Their beauty beaming parent can ditclofe. 

Ten thoufand forms, ten thoufand diffrent tribes, 
People the blaze. T'o funny waters fome 

By tatal inftina fly, where on the pool 

They fportive wheel ; a down the ftream, 


146 Tur BEAUTIES or THOMSON. 


Are fnatch'd immediate by the quick-ey’d trout 
Or darting falmon. ‘Vhro’ the green-wood glade 
Some love to ftray, there lodg’d, amus’d, and fed, 
In the frefi leaf: luxurious, others make 
The meads their choice, and vifit ev’ry flow'r 
And ev'ry latent herb; for the fweet tafk 
‘To propagate their kinds, and where to wrap, 
In what foft beds, their young yet undifclos’d, 
Employs their tender care: fome to the houfe, 
The fold and dairy, hungry bend their flight, 
Sip round the pail, or tate the curdling cheefe: 
Oft’, inadvertent from the milky ftream 
They meet their fate, or welt’ring in the bowl 
With pow’rlefs wings around them wrapp'd expire. 
But chief to heedlefs flics the window proves 
A conftant death, where gloomily retir’d 
‘The villain {pider lives, cunning, and fierce, 
Mixture abhorr’d! Amid a mangled heap 
Of carcafles in eager watch he fits, 
O'erlooking all his waving {nares around: 
Near the dire cell the dreadlefs wand’rer oft 
Pafles, as oft the rufian fhews his front: 
‘The prey at Jaftenfnar’d, he dreadful darts, 
With rapid glide, along the leaning line, 
And fixing in the wretch his cruel fangs 
Strikes backward, grimly pleas'd; the flutt’ring 
win 
And fhriller found declare extreme diftrefs, 
And afk the helping hofpitable hand. 
Refounds the living furface of the ground’; 
Nor undelightful is the ceafelefs hum 
‘To him who mufes thro’ the woods at noon, 
Or drowfy fhepherd as he lies reclin’d. 
With half fhut eyes, beneath the floating fhade 
Of willows grey clofe-crowding o'er the brook. 
Now fwarms the village o’er the jovial mead ; 
‘The-ruftic youth, brown with meridian toil, 
Healthful and ftrong ; full as the fummer rofe, 
Blown by prevailing funs, the ruddy maid, 
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Half naked, {weelling- on the fight, and all 
Her kindled graces burning o'er her cheek. 
Ev’n ftooping Age is here, and infant hands 
Trail the long rake, or with a fragrant load 
O’ercharg’d, amid the kind oppreffion roll. 
Wide flies the tedded grain; all in a row 
Advancing broad, orwheeling round the field, 
They {pread their breathing harveft to the fun, 
That throws refrefhful round a rural fmell ; 
Or, as they rake the green appearing ground, 
And drive the dufky wave along the mead, 
The ruffet haycock rifes thick behind, 

In order gay: while, heard from dale to dale, 
Waking the breeze, refounds the blended voice 
Of happy labour, love, and focial glee. 

Or rufning thence, in one diffufive band 
They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog 
Compell’d, to where the mazy-running brook 
Forms a deep pool, this bank abrupt and high, 
And that fair fpreading in a pebbled fhore. 
Urg’d to the giddy brink, much is the toil, 

The clamour much of men, and boys, and dogs, 
Ere the foft fearful people to the flood 
Commit their woolly fides; and oft the {wain, 
On fome, impatient, feizing, hurls them in: 
Fmbolden’d then, nor hefitating more, 
Fakt, faft they plunge amid the flafhing, wave, 
And, panting, labour to the fartheft fhore. 
Repeated this, till deep the well-wafh'd fleece 
Has drunk the flood, and from his lively haunt 
‘The trout is banifh’d by the fordid ftream, 
Heavy, and dripping, to the breezy brow 
Slow move the harmlefs race, where, as they fpread 
Their fwelling treafuresto the funny ray, 
Jnly difturb’d, and wond’ring what this wild 
Outrageous tumult means, their loud complaints 
The country fill, and, tofs’d from rock to rock, 
Inceffant bleatings run around the hills. 
At laf}, of fnowy white the gather’d flocks 

za 
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Are in the wattled pen innum’rous prefs'd, 
Head above head; and rang’d in luty rows 
The fhepherds fit, and whet the founding thears. 
The houfewife waits to roll her fleecy flores, 
With all her gay-drefs'd maids attending round. 
One, chief, in gracious dignity enthron’d, 
Shinee-o’er the reft, the paft’ral queen, and rays 
Her finiles, fweet beaming, on her fhepherd king, 
While the glad circle round them yield their fouls 
To feftive mirth, and wit that knows no gall. 
Mean-time their joyous tafk goes on apace; 
Some mingling ftir the melted tar, and fome 
Deep on the new-fhorn vagrant’s heaving fide 
‘To ttamp his matter’s cypher ready ftand ; 
Others th’ unwilling wether drag along : 
And, glorying in his might, the flirdy boy 
Holds by the twilted horns th’ indignant ram. 
Behold where bound, and of its robe bereft 
By needy man, that al! depending lord, 
How meek, how patient, the mild creature lies! 
What foftnefs in its melancholy face, 
What dumb-complaining innocence appears! 
Fear not, ye gentle Tribes! ‘tis not the knife 
Of horrid daughter that is o'er you wav'd ; 
No, ’tis the tender fwain’s well-guided fhears, 
Who having now, to pay his annual care, 
Borrow’d your fleece, to you a cumbrous load, 
Will fend you bounding to your hills again. 

A fimple fcene! yet hence Britannia fees 
Her folid:grandeur rife ; hence fhe commands 
Th’ exalted flores of ev'ry brighter clime, 
The treaitires of the fun without his rage : 
Hence, fervent:all with culture, toil, and arts, 
Wide glows her land: her dreadful thunder hence 
Rides o'er the waves {fublime, and now, even now, 
Impending hangs o'er Gallia’s humbled coaft: 
Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the world. 


Summer, Vol. L p. 55- 
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THUNDER, LIGHTNING, and the Story of 
CELADON and AMELIA. 


a liftning fear and dumb amazement-all ; 

When to the ttartled eye the fudden glance 

Appears far fouth, eruptive thro’ the cloud, 

And following flower, in explofion vat, 

The thunder railes his tremendous voice. 

At firt heard folemn o'er the verge of heav'n 

The tempeft growls ; but as it nearer comes, 

And rolls its awful burden on the wind, 

The lightnings flafh a larger curve, and more 

The noife altounds; till ovcr-head a fheet 

Of livid flame difclofes wide, then fhuts, 

And opens wider ; fhuts and opens {tiil 

Expantive, wrapping ether ina blaze: 

Follows the loofen d aggravated roar. 

Enlarging, deep'ning, mingling; peal on peal 

Crufh’d horrible, convulling heav’n and earth ! 
Down comes a deluge of fonorous hail, 

Or prone defcending rain. Wide-rent the clouds 

Pour a whole flood; and yet, its flame unquench’d, 

Th’ unconquerable lightning truggles thro’, 

Ragged and fierce, or in red whirling balls, 

And fires the mountains with redoubled rage. 

Black trom the ftroke above the fmould’ring pine 

Stands a fad fhatter’d trunk; and, fretch'd below, 

A lifelefs group the blafted cattle lie: 

Here the foft flocks; with that fame harmiefs look 

They wore alive, and ruminating {till 

Jn Fancy’s eye, and there the frowning bull, 

And ox half-rais’d. Struck on the caltled clf, 

‘The venerable tow'r and {piry fane 

Refign their aged pride. The gloomy woods 

Start at the flath, and from their deep recefs 

Wide flaming out, thcir trembling inmate fhake, 
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Amid Carnarvcn’s mountains rages loud 
The repercuflive roar : with mighty crufh 
Into the flafhing deep, from the rude rocks 
Of Penmanmaur, heap'd hideous to the fky, 
Tumble the fmitten cliffs; and Snotuden’s peak 
Diffolving, inftant yields his wintry load. 
Far-feen the heights of healthy Cheviot blaze, 
And Thulé bellows thro’ her utmoft ifles. 
Guitt hears appall’d, with deeply-troubled 
thought ; 
And yet not always on the guilty head 
Defcends the fated flafh. Young Celadon 
And his Amelia werea matchlefs pair; 
With equal virtue forn’d, and equal grace, 
The fame, diftinguifh’d by their fex alone; 
Her’s the mild iulie of the blooming morn, 
And his the radiance of the rifen day. 
They lov’d; but fuch their guilelefs paffion was, 
As inthe dawn of time inform’d the heart 
Of Innccence and undiffembling ‘Truth. 
Twas friend{hip, heighten’d by the mutual with, 
Th’ enchanting hope, and fympathetic glow, 
Beam'd from the mutual eye. Devoting all 
To love, each was to each 2 dearer felf, 
Supremely happy in th’ aweken’d pow'r 
Of giving joy. Alone, amid the fhades 
Still in harmonious intercourfe they liv'd 
The rural day, and talk’d the flowing heart, 
Or figh’d and look'd unutterable things, 
So pats’d their life, a clear united fiream, 
Py care unruffled ; till in evil hour 
The tempeft caught them onthe tender walk, 
Heedlefs how far and where its mazes ftray’d, 
While with each other blefs’d creative Love 
Still bade eternal Eden fmile around. 
Prefaging inftant fate, her bofom heav’d 
Unwonted fighs, and ftealing oft a look 
Of the big gloom, on Celadon her eye 
Fell tearful, wetting her diforder’d cheek, 
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In vain afluring love and confidence 

In Heav'n repreis’'d her fear ; it grew, and fhook 

Her frame near diffotution.. He perceiv'd 

Th’ unequal conflict, and as angels look 

On ying faints, his eyes compailion thed, 

With love illunin’d high. ‘ Fear not,” he faid, 

“ Sweet Innocence! thou ftranger to offence, 

“ And inward ftorm ! He, who yon’ fkics involves 

*¢ In frowns of darknefs, ever {miles on thee 

“ With kind regard. O'er thee the fecret haft 

“ That waitesat midnight, or th’ undreaded houn 

“ Of noon, flies harmlefs ; and that very voice 

“ Which thunders terror thro’ the guilty heart 

“ With tongues of feraphs whifpers peace to thine. 

“Tis fafety to be near thec, fure, and thus 

“ To clafp Perfection !" From his void embrace, 

Myfterious Heav'n ! that moment to the ground, - 

A blacken'd corfe, was ftruck the beauteous maid. 

But who can paint the lover, as he ftood, 

Piere’d by fevere amazement, hating life, 

Speechlefs, and fix'd inall the death of woe! 

So, faint refemblance! on the marble tomb 

‘The well-diflembled mourner ftooping ftands, 

For ever filent and for ever fad. 
Summea, Vol. I p. 88. 


Damon and Musrpora. 


CLOSE in the covert of an hazel copfe, 
Where winded into plealing folitudes 
Ruus out the rambling dale, young Damon fat, 
Penfive, and pierc’d with love's delightful pangs : 
There to the ftream that down the diltant rocks 
Hoarfe murm’ring fell, and plaintive breeze that 

play’d 
Among the bending willows, falfely he 
Of Mufidora’s cruelty complain’d. 

jal 
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She felt his flame ; but deep within her breaft, 
In bafhful coynefs or in maiden pride, 

The foft return conceal’d, fave when it flole 
In fide-long glances froin her down-caft eye, 
Or from her fwelling foul in fifled fighs. 
Touch'd:by the feenc, no franger to his vows, 
He fram’d a melting Jay to try her heart, 

And if an infant paffion {trugyled there 

To call that pailion forth. Thrice happy fwain! 
A lucky chance that oft decides the fate 

Of mighty monarchs then decided thine ; 

For, lo! conduéed by the laughing Loves, 
This cool retreat his Mufidora fought: 

Warm in her cheek the fultry feafon glow’d, 
And rob'd in loole array, fhe came to bathe 
Her ferveat limbs in the refrefhing ftream. 
What fhall he do? in fweet confufion loft, 
And dubious Autt’rings, he a while remain‘d: 
A pure ingenious elegance of foul, 

A delicate refinement, knewn to few, 
Perplex’d his breaft, and urg’d him to retire ; 
But Love forbade. Ye Prudes in virtue! fay, 
Say, ye Severeft ! what would you have done? 
Mean-time this fairer nymph than ever blefs’d 
Arcadian ream, with timid eye around 

The banks furveying, ftripp’d her beauteous limbs, 
To tafte the lucid coolnefs of the flood : 

Ah, then ; not Paris on the piny top 

Of Ida panted ftronger, when afide 

The vival goddefles the veil divine 

Caft unconfin’d, and gave him all their charms, 
Than, Damen, thou, as from the fnowy leg 
And flender foot th’ inverted filk fhe drew: 
As the foft touch diffolv’d the virgin zone, 
And thro’ the parting robe the alterate breaft, 
With youth wild-throbbing, on thy lawlefs gaze 
In full Juxuriance rofe. But, defp'rate Youth! 
How durft thou rifk the foul-diftra@ing view, 
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As fi her naked limbs, of glowing white, 
Harmonious fwell’d by Nature’s fineft hand, 
In folds loofe-floating fell the fainter lawn, 
And fair-expos’d the ftood, fhrunk from herfelf, 
With fancy bluthing, at the doubtful breeze 
Alarm’'d, and ftarting like the fearful fawn ? 
Then to the flood the rufh’d; the parted flood 
Its lovely guet with clofing waves receiv’d, 
And ev'ry beauty foft’ning, ev’ry grace 
Flufhing anew, a mellow lustre fhed ; 
As fhines thelily thro’ the cryftal mild, , 
Or as the rofe amid the morning dew, 
Frefh from Aurora’s hand, more fweetly glows. 
While thus fhe. wanton’d, now beneath the wave 
But ill conceal'd, and now with ftreaming locks, 
That half-embrac’d her in a humid veil, 
Rifing again, the latent Damon drew 
Such madd ‘ning draughts of beauty to the foul, 
As for a while o’erwhelm’d his raptur d thought 
With luxury too daring. Check’d at lait 
By love’s refpectful modely, he deem'd 
The theft profane, if ought profane to love 
Caneerbedeem'd ; and Rruggling from the fhade 
With headlong hurry fled; but firft thefe lines, 
‘Trac'd by his ready pencil onthe bank 
With trembling hand he threw. *“ Bathe on, my 

‘CgRaing! 
‘© Yet unbeheld fave by the facred eye 
“ OF faithful Love. {goto guard thy haunt, 
“« To keep from thy recefs each vagrant foot, 
s And each licentious eye.” With wild furprife, 
As if to marble ftruck, devoid of fenfe, 
A ftupid moment motionleis fhe ftood: 
So ftands the ftatue* that enchants the world ; 
So bending tries to veil the matchlefs boaft, 
‘The mingled beauties of exulting Greece. 
Recov'ring, fwift fhe flew to find thofe robes 

Hg 


* The Venus of Medici, 
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Which blifsful Eden knew not; and array’d 

In carelefs hafte, th’ alarming paper fnatch’d : 

But when her Damon’s well known hand fhe faw 

Her terrors vanifh’d, anda fofter train 

Of mix’d emotions, hard to be defcrib'd, 

Her fudden bofom feiz’d: fhame void of guilt, 

‘The charming blufh of innocence, efteem 

And admiration of her lovers flame, 

By modefty exalted, even a fenfe 

Of felf approving beauty, ftole acrofs 

Her bufy thought. At length a tender calm 

Huth d by degrees the tumult ef her foul, 

And on the fpreading beech, that o'er the ftream 

Inctimbent hung, the with the fylvan pen 

Of rural lovers this confeffion carv’d, 

Whi-h foon her Damon kifs’d with weeping joy : 

“ Dear Youth ! fole judge of what thefe verfes mean, 

“ By Fortune too much favour’d, but by Love, 

“ Alas! not favour’d lefs, be Rill, as now 

“ Difcreet: the time may come you need not fly.” 
Summer, Vol. L p. 94 


EvenınG and NiGHT in SUMMER, with an 
ADDRESS #9 PHILOSOPHY. 


CONFESS’D from yonder flow-extinguifh'd clouds, 
All ether foft’ning, fober Evening takes 

Her wonted ftation in the middle air, 

A thoufand fhadows at her beck. TV irft this 

She fends on earth, then that of deeper dye 

Steals foft behind; and then a deeper ftill, 

In circle following circle, gathers round, 

To clofethe face of things. A frether gale 
Begins to wave the wood and ftir the ftream, 
Sweeping with shadowy gui the fields of corn, 
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While the quail clamours for his running mate. 

Wide o'er the thiltly lawn as fivells the breeze 

A whitning fhow’r of vegetable down 

Amufive floats. “The kind impartial care 

Or Nature nought difdains ; thoughtful to feed 

Her lowelt fons, and clothe the coming year, 

From field to field the feather’d feeds fhe wings. 
His folded flock fecure, the fhepherd home 

Hies merry-hearted, and by turns relieves 

The ruddy milkmaid of her brimming pail ; 

‘The beauty whom perhaps his witleds heart, 

Unknowing what the joy-mix’d anguilh means, 

Sincerely loves, by that beft language fhewn 

Of cordial glances, and obliging deeds. 

Onward they pafs o'er many a panting height, 

And valley funk and unfrequented, where 

At fall of eve the Fairy people throng, 

In various game and revelry, to pafs 

The fummer night, as village ftories tell ; 

But far about they wander from the grave 

Ofhim whom his ungentle fortune urg’d 

Againft his own fad breaft to lift the hand 

Of impious Violence. The lonely tow’r 

Is alfo fhunn'd, whofe mournful chambers hold, 

So night-ftruck Fancy dreams, the yelling ghoft. 
Among the crooked lanes on ev’ry hedge 

The glow-worm lights his gem, and thro’ the dark 

A moving radiance twinkles. Ev'ning yiclds 

The world to Night, not in her winter-robe 

Of mafly Stygian woof, but loofe array’d 

In mantle dun, A faint erroncous ray, 

Glanc’d from th’ imperfect furfaces of things, 

Flings half an image on the {training eye, 

While wav’ring woods, and villages, and ftreams, 

And rocks, and mountain-tops, that tong retain'd 

‘The afcending gleam, are all one {wimining fcene, 

Uncertain ifbebeld. Sudden to heav’n 

Thence weary Vifion turns, where leading foft 
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Thefe filent hours of love, with pure% ray 

Sweet Venus fhines; and from her genial rife, 

When day-light fickens till it fprings aftefh, 

Unrivall’d reigns the faireft lamp of night. 

As thus the effulgence tremulous I drink, 

With cherifh’d gaze the lambent lightnings fhoot 

Acrofs the iky, or horizontal dart 

In wondrous {napes, by fearful murm’ring crowds 

Portentous deem’d. Amid the radiant orbs, 

‘That more than deck, that animate the fky, 

The life-infuting funs of other worlds, 

Lo! from the dread immenfity of {pace 

Returning with accelerated courfe, 

The rufhing comet to the fun defcends, 

And as he finks below the fhading earth 

With awful train projected o'er the heay’ns 

‘The guilty nations tremble. But, above 

‘Thofe fuperftitious horrors that enflave 

‘The fond fequacious herd,, to myftic faith 

And blind amazement prone, th’ enlighten’d few, 

Whofe godlike minds Philofophy exalts, 

The glorious ftranger hail. They feel a joy 

Divinely great; they in their pow’rs exult, 

‘That, wondrous force of thought which mounting 
{purns 

This dufky fpot, and meafures all the fky ; 

While from his far excurfion thro’ the wilds 

Of barren ether, faithful to his time, 

They fee the blazing wonder rile anews. 

In feeming terror clad, but kindly bent, 

‘Yo work the will of aJl-fuflaining Love: 

From his huge vap’ry train perhaps to fhake 

Reviving moi lure on the num’rous orbs 

‘Thro’ which his long elipfes winds ; perhaps 

To lend new fuel to declining fons, 

‘Yo light up worlds, and feed th’ eternal fire. 
With thee, ferene Philofophy ! with thee, 
And thy bright garland, let me crown my fong ! 

Wihifive fource of evidence and truth ! 
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A luftre fhedding o'er th’ ennobled mind, 
Stronger than fummer-noon, and pure as that 
Whole mild vibrations footh the parted foul, 
New to the dawning of celeftial day. 
Hence thro’ her nourifh’d pow’rs, enlarg’d by thee, 
She fprings aloft, with elevated pride, 
Above the tangling mafs of low defires, 
That bind the flutt’ring crowd, and angel-wing’d, 
‘The heights of fcience and of virtue gains, 
Where all is calm and clear; with Nature round, 
Or inthe ttarry regions or th’ abyfs 
To Reafon’s and to Fancy’s eye difplay’d : 
The firft up-tracing fromthe dreary void 
The chain of caufes and effects to him, 
The world-producing Effence, who alone 
Poffeffes being ; while the laft receives 
The whole magnificence of heav’n and earth, 
And ev’ry beauty delicate or bold, 
Obvious or more remote, with livelier fenfe 
Diffufive painted on the rapid mind. 

Tutor’d by thee, hence Poetry exalts 
Her voice to ages, and informs the page 
With mufic, image, fentiment, and thought, 
Never to die, the treafure of mankind! 
Their higheft honour, and their trueft joy ! 

Without thee what were nnenlighten’d Man ? 
A favage, roaming thro’ the woods and wilds 
In quett of prey, and with the unfafbion’d fur 
Rough-clad, devoid of ev’ry finer art 
And elegance of life. Nor happinefs 
Domettic, mix’d of tendernefs and care, 
Nor moral excellence, nor focial blifs, 
Nor guardian law, were his 5 nor various fkilt 
‘To turn the furrow, or to guide the tool 
Mechanic ; nor the heav’n conducted prow 
Of navigation bold, that fearlefs braves 
The burning line, or dares the wintry pole; 
Mother fevere of infinite delights 5 


r8 Tue BEAUTIES or THOMSON, 


Nothing, fave rapine, indolence, and guile, 

And woes on woes, a ftill-revolving train ! 

Whofe‘horrid circle had made human life 

Than nonexiltence worfe ; but thought by thee, 

Ours are the plans of policy and peace, 

To live like brothers, and, conjunétive all, 

Embellifh life. While thus laborious crowds 

Ply the tough oar, Philofophy directs 

The ruling helm ; or, like the hb’ral breath 

Of potent. Heav’n, invifible, the fail 

Swells out, and bears the inferior world along. 
Summer, Vol. l. p. 107. 


I N DiUs Seib: RY. 


ATTEMPER’D funs arife, 
Sweet-beam’d, and fhedding oft thro’ Jucid clouds 
A pleafing calm, while broad and brown below 
Extenfive harvefts hang the heavy head. 

Rich, filent, deep, they fland: for not a gale 
Rolls its light billows o'er the bending plain : 

A calm of plenty ! till the ruffled air 

Falls from its poife, and gives the breeze to blow. 
Rent is the fleecy mantle of the tky, 

The clouds fly diffrent, andthe fudden fun 

By fits effulgent gilds th’ illumin’d field, 

And black, by fits, the fhadows {weep along ; 

A gaily. checker’d heart-expanding view, 

Far as the circling eye can fhoot around, 
Unbounded tolling in a flood of corn. 

Thefe are thy blefings, Indultry b rough Pow’r ! 
Whom labour ftill attends, and fweat, and pain; 7 
Yet the kind fource of ev'ry gentle art, 

And all the foft civility of life: 
Raifer of human-kind ! by Nature caft 
Naked, and helplefs, owt amid the woods 
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And wilds, to rude inclement elements ; 

With various feeds of art deep in the mind 
Implanted, and protufely pour’d around 
Materials infinite, but idle all, 

Still unexerted, in th’ unconfcious breaft 

Slept th’ lethargic pow’rs ; Corruption ftill, 
Voracious, fwallow’d what the lib’ral hand 

OF Bounty featter’d o’er the favage year ; 

And fill the fad barbarian, roving, mix’d 

With beafts of prey, or for his acorn-meal 
Fought the fierce tufky boar; a fhiv’ring wretch ! 
Aghait and comfortlels, when the bleak North, 
With Winter charg’d, let the mix’d tempeft fly, 
ail, rain, and fnow, and bitter-breathing froft ; 
Then to the fhelter of the hut he fled, 

And the wild feafon fordid pin’d away ; 

For home he had not ; home is the refort 

Of love, of joy, of peace and plenty, where 
Supporting and fupported, polifh’d friends 
And dear relations mingle into blifs. 

But this the rugged favage never felt, 

Ev’n defolate in crowds; and thus his days 
Roll’d heavy, dark and unenjoy’d, along ; 

A watte of time ! till Induftry approach’d, 

And rous’d him from his miferable floth ; 

His faculties unfolded, pointed out 

Where lavith Nature the dire@ing hand 

Of Art demanded : fhew’d him how to raife 
His feeble force by the mechanic pow'rs, 

To dig the min’ral from the vaulted earth, 

On what to turn the piercing rage of fire, 

On what the torrent and the gather’d blatt ; 
Gave the tall ancient foreft to his axe ; 

Taught him to chip the wood and hue the Rone, 
Till by degrees the finifh'd fabric rofe ; 

Tore trom his limbs the blood-polluted fur, 
And wrapt them in the woolly veftment warm, 
Or bright in gloffy filk and flowing lawn ; 
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With wholefome viands fill’d his table, pour’d 
The gen’rous glafs around, infpir’d to wake 
The life-refuming foul of decent Wit; 

Nor {topp’d at barren bare neceflity ; 

But ftill advancing bolder, led him on 

To pomp, to pleafure, elegance, and grace : 
And breathing high ambition thro’ his foul, 
Set f{cience, wifdom, glory, in his view, 
And bade him be the Lord of all-below. 

Then gath’ring men their natural pow’rs combin’d;- 
And form’d a Public to the general good 
Submitting, aiming, and conduéting all. 

For this the Patriot Council met, the full, 

The frec, and fairly reprefented Whole ; 

For this they plann’dthe holy guardian laws, 
Diftinguifh’d orders, animated arts, 

And with joint force Oppreffion chaining, fet 
Imperial Jultice at the helm, yet Rill 

To them accountable ; nor flavifh dream’d 
That toiling millions muft refign their weal, 
And all the honey of their fearch, to fuch 

As for themfelves alone themfelves have rais’d. 

Hence ev’ry form of cultivated life 

In order fet, protected, and infpir’d, 

Into perfection wrought. Uniting all, 

Society grew num’rous, high, polite, 

And happy. Nurfe of art, the city rear’d 

In beauteous pride, her tow'r-encircled head, 
And {tretching ttreet on ftreet, by thoufands drew; 
From twining woody haunts, or the tough yew, 
To bows ftrong ftraining, her afpiring fons. 

Then Commierce brought into the public walk 
The bufy merchant ; the big warehoufe built, 
Rais’d the ftrong crane, chok’d up the loaded ftreet, 
With foreign plenty, and thy ream, O Thames ! , 
Large, gentle, deep, majeftic, king of floods! 
Chofe for his grand refort. On cither hand, 

Like a long wintry foreft, groves of mafts 
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Shot up their fpires : the bellying fheet between 
Poffefs'd the breezy void; the footy hulk 
Steer’d iluggifh on ; the fplendid barge along 
Row’d regular to harmony : around 
The boat light-fkimming, ftretch’d its oary wings ; 
While deep the various voice of fervent Toil 
From bank to bank increas’d ; whence ribb’d with 
oak, 

To bear the Britifh thunder, black and bold, 
The roaring veffel rufh’d into the main. 

Then, too, the pillar'd dome magnific heav'd 
Its ample roof, and Luxury within 
Pour’d out her glitt’ring ftores ; the canvafs {mooth, 
With glowing lite protub’rant, to the view 
Embody’d rofe; the ftatue feem’d to breathe 
And foften into fleth, beneath the touch 
Of forming Art’ imagination-flufh'd. 

All is the gift of Induftry ; whate’er 
Exalts, embellifhes, and renders life 
Delightful: Pcnfive Winter, cheer’d by him, 
Sits at the focial fre, and happy hears 
Th’ excluded tempeft idly rave along : 
His harden’d fingers deck the gaudy Spring 5 
Without him Summer were an arid watte, 
Nor to th’ autumnal months could thus tranfinit 
Thofe full, mature, immeafurable, ftores 
That waving round recall my wand’ring fong. 

Autumn, Vol. I. p. 116. 


A Harvest PICTURE. 


SOON as thie morning trembles o'er the fky, 
And unperceiv’d unfolds the fpreading day, 
Before the ripen’d field the reapers tand 

In fair array, each by the Jafs he loves, 

To bear the rougher part, and mitigate 
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By namelefs gentle offices her toil. 

At once they ftoop-and {well the jufty theaves, 

While thro’ their cheerful band the rural talk, 

The rural feandal, and the rural jeft, 

Fly harmlefs, to deceive the tedious time, 

And fteal unfelt the fultry hours away. 

Behind the mafter walks, builds up the fhocks, 

And, confcious, glancing oft on ev'ry fide 

His fated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 

The gleaners fpread around, and here and there 

Spike after fpike, their feanty harveft, pick. 

Be not too narrow, Hufbandmen! but fling 

From the full fheaf with charitable ftealth 

The lib’ral handful. Think, oh, grateful think! 

How good the God of Harveft is to you, 

Who pours abundance o’er your flowing fields, 

While thefe unhappy partners of your kind 

Wide hover round you like the fowls of heav’n, 

And afk their humble dole. “Phe various turns 

Of Fortune ponder; that your fons may want 

What now, with hard reluctance, faint ye give. 
Autumn, Vol. I. p. 120. 


Paremon and Lavinia. 


THE lovely young Lavinia once had friends, 
And Fortune fmil’d deceitful on her birth; 

For in her helplefs years depriv’d of all, 

Of ev’ry ftay fave Innocence and Heav’n, 

She with her widow’d mother, feeble, old, 

And poor, liv’d in a cottage, far retir’d 

Among the windings of a woody vale; 

By folitude and deep furrounding fhades, 

But more by bathful modelty conceal’d. 
Together thus they fhurn’d the cruel fcorn 
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Which Virtue funk to poverty-would meet 
Prom giddy Paffion and low-minded Pride: 
Almoft on Nature’s common bounty fed, 

Like the gay birds that fung them to repofe, 
Content, and carelefs of to-morrow’s fare. 

Her form was frefher than the morning'role, 
When the dew wets its leaves ; unftain’d and pure, 
As is the lily or the mountain-fnow. 

The model virtues mingled in her eyes, 

Still on the ground, dejected, darting all 

Their humid beamsinto the blooming flow'rs 3 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 

Of what her faithlefs fortune promis’d once, 
Thrill’d in her thought, they, like the dewy ftar 
Of ev’ning, fhone in tears. A native grace 
Sat fair proportion d on her polifh’d limbs, 
Veil’d in a fimple robe, their beft attire, 
Beyond the pomp of dreis ; for Lovelinefs 
Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is when unadorn’d adorn’d the moft. 
‘Thoughtlefs of beauty, fhe was Beauty’s felf, 
Reclufe amid the clofe-embow ring woods. 

As in the hollow breat of Appenine, 

Beneath the fhelter of encircling hiils, 

A myrtle rifes far from human eye, 

And breathes its balmy fragrance o’er the wild, 
So flourifh'd blooming, and unfeen by al}, 

The fweet Lavinia! tillat length compell’d 

By ftrong Neceility’s fupreme command, 

With fmiling patience in her looks fhe went 

To glean Palemon’s fields. “Fhe pride of {wains 
Palemen was! the gen’rous and the rich! 
Wholed the rural! life in all its joy 

And elegance, juch as Arcadian fong 
Tranimits from ancient uncorrupted times, 
When tyraut Cuftom had not fhackled man, 
But free to follow Nature was the mode. 

He then, his fancy with autumnal feenes 
Amuling, chane'd betide his reaper train 
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‘To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye 
Unconfcious of her pow’r, and turning quick 
With unaffected bluthes from his gaze. 
He faw her charming, but he faw not half 
‘The charms her downcaft modefty conceal’d. 
That very moment love and chalte defire 
Sprung in his bofom, to himfelf unknown ; 
For Rill the world prevaild, and its dread laugh; 
Which fcarce the frm philofopher can feorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field,. 
And thus in fecret to his foul he figh'd: 
“ What pity! that fo delicate a form, 
“« By Beauty kindled, where enliv’ning Senfe 
“ And more than vulgar Goodnefs feem to dwell, 
“ Should be devoted tothe rude embrace 
“ Of fome indecent clown! She looks, methinks, 
“ OF old Acafto’s linc, and to my mind 
“ Recalls that patron of my happy life, 
“ From whom my lib'ral fortune took its rife, 
“ Now to the duft gone down, his houfes, lands, 
“ And once fair-fpreading family, diffolv’d. 
“Tis faid that in fome lone obfcure retreat, 
‘© Urg'd by remembrance fad, and decent pride, 
“ Far from thofe fcenes which knew their better 
“ days, 
“ His aged widow and his daughter live, 
* Whom yet my fruitlefs fearch could never find. 
“ Romantic wih! would this the daughter were!” 
When ftrig& enquiring from herielf he found 
She was the fame, the daughter of his friend, 
Of bountiful Acafto! who can fpeak 
The mingled palions that furpris’d his heart, 
And thro’ his nerves in fhiv'ring tranfport ran? 
Then blaz’d his fmother d flame avow’d and bold, 
And as he view’d her ardent o'er and o'er, 
Love, Gratitude, and Pity, wept at once. 
Confus’d, and frighten’d at his fudden tears, 
Her riling beauties flufh’d a higher bloom; 
As thus Palemon, paflionate and juf, 
Pour’d out the pious rapture of his foul. 
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“ Andart thou then Acafto’s dear remains? 

She whom my reftlels gratitude has fought 

So long in vain? O Heav’ns! the very fame, 

The foften'd image of my noble friend ; 

Alive his ev’ry look, his ev'ry feature, 

More elegantly touch’d. Sweeter than Spring, 

Thou fole furviving bloffom from the root 

That nourith’d up my fortune! fay, ah! where, 

* In what fequefter’d defart haft thou drawn] 

“ The kindett afpe& of delighted Heav’n? 

“Into fuch beauty ipread, and blown fo fair, 

** Tho’ poverty’s cold wind and crufhing rain 

Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years? 

O let me now into a richer foil 

‘© Yranfplant thee fafe! where vernal funs and 

“ thow’rs 

Diffufe their warmeft, dargeft, influence, 

“ And of my garden be the pride and joy. 

“ Illit befits thee, oh ! it ill befits 

Acafto’s daughter, his whofe open ftores, 

“ Tho’ valt, were little to his ampler heart, 

The father of a country, thus to pick 

“ The very refufe of thofe harveft fields 

Which froin his bounteous friendfhip I enjoy. 

Then throw that ithameful pittance from thy 

** hand, 

But ill apply’d to fuch a rugged takk ; 

The fields, the mafter, all, my Fair! are thine, 

= If to the various bleffings which thy houfe 

« Has on me lavith’d thou wilt add that blifs, 

‘© That deareft blifs, the pow’r of blefling thee.” 
Here ceas'd the youth ; yet {till his {peaking eye 

Exprefs'd the facred triumph of his foul 

With confcious virtue, gratitude, and love, 

Abovethe vulgar joy divinely rais d. 

Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 

Of goodnefs irrefiftible, and all 

In {weet diforder loft, fhe blufh’d confent, 

‘The news immediate to ber mother brought, 

While pierc’d with anxious thought fhe pin’d away 
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The lonely moments for Lavinia’s fate, 

Amaz’d, and fcarce believing what fhe heard, 

Joy feiz’d her wither’d veins, and one bright gleam 
Of fetting life fhone on her ev’ning hours ; 

Not lefs enraptur’d than the happy pair, 

Who flurifh’d long in tender blifs, and rear’d 

A num’rous offspring, lovely like themfelves, 

And good, the grace of all the country round. 


Autumn, Vol. L p. 121. 


Hare and STAG-HUNTING. 


POOR isthe triumph o'er the timid hare ! 
Scar’d from the corn, and now to fome lone feat 
Retir’d, the rufhy fen, the ragged furze; 
Stretch’d o'er the ftony heath, the -ftubble chap'ds; 
The thiftly lawn, the thick-entangled broom; 
Of the fame friendly hue the wither’d fern; 

‘The fallow ground laid open to the fun, 
Concoétive; and the nodding fandy bank, 

Hung o’er the mazes of the mountain brook: 
Vain is her beft precaution, tho’ fhe fits 
Conceal’d, with folded ears, unfleeping eyes, f 
By Nature rais'd to take the horizon in. 

And head’couch’d clofe, betwixt her hairy feet, 
In a&to {pring away. The feented dew 
Betrays her early labyrinth; and deep, 

In featter’d fullen op’nings, far behind, 

With ev'ry breeze fhe hears the coming ftorm: 
But nearer, and more frequent, as it loads 

The fighing gale, fhe fprings amaz’d, and all 
The favage foul. of Game is up at once : 

The pack full-op’ning various ; the fhrill horn 
Refounded from the hills; the neighing fteed, 
Wild for the chafe : andthe loud hunter’s fhouts 
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O’er a weak, harmlefs, flying creature, all 
Mix’d in mad tumult and difcordant joy ! 

The flag, too, fingled from the herd, where long 
He rang’d the branching monarch of the fhades, 
Before the tempeft drives. At firft, in fpeed 
He, fprightly, puts his faith ; and rous’d by fear, 
Gives all his fwift aerial foul to flight. 

Againft the breeze he darts, that way the more 
To leave the !efs’ning murd’rous cry behind; 
Deception. fhort! tho’ fleeter than the winds 
Blown o’er the keen-air’d mountains by the North, 
‘He burfts the thickets, glances thro’ the glades, 
And plunges deep into the wildeft wood. 

If flow, yet fure, adhefive to the track, 
Hot-fleaming, up behind him come again 

Th’ inhuman rout, and fromthe fhady depth 
Expel him, circling thro’ his ev'ry fhift. 

He iweeps the foret oft, and fobbing fees 

The glades mild op’ning to the golden day, 
Where in kind conteft with his butting friends 
He wont to ftruggle, or his loves enjoy. 

Oft in the full-defcending flood he tries 

To loofe the fcent, and lave his burning fides ; 
Oft teeks the herd ; the watchful herd alarm’d, 
With felfifh care avoid a brother's woe. 

What fhall he do? his onee-fo-vivid nerves, 

So full of buoyant fpirit, now no more 

Infpire the courfe, but fainting breathlefs toil, 
Sick, feizes on his heart: he ftands at bay, 

And puts his laft weak refuge in def{pair ; 

The big round tears run down his dappled face; 
He groans in anguifh, while the growling pack, 
Blood-happy, hang at his fair jutting cheft, 
And mark his beauteous-cheker’d fides with gore. 


Autumn, Vol. I. p. 129. 
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DECLINE of AUTUMN. 


SEE the fading mariy-colour’d woods, 
Shade deep’ning over thade, the country round 
Imbrown; acrowded umbrage, dufk and dun, 
Of ev'ty hue, from wan declining green 
Todooty dark. Thefe now the loneiome Mufe, 
Low whifp'ring, lead into their leaf-ftrown walks, 
And give the Seafon in its lateft view. 

Mean time, light-fhadowing all, a fober calm 
Fleeces unbounded ether, whofe leat wave 


Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn 


The gentle current; while illumin’d wide 
The dewy-fkirted clouds imbibe the fan, 
And thro’ their lucid veil his foften’d force 
Shed o'er the peaceful world. Then is the time 
For thore whom Wifdom and whom Nature charm, 
To fteal themfelves from the degen rate crowd, 
And foar above this little fcene of things: 
‘To tread low-thoughted vice beneath their fect, 
To footh the throbbing paflions into peace, 
And wooe lone Quiet in her filent walks. 

Thus folitary, and in penfive guife, 
Oft let me wander o'er the ruffet mead, 
And thro’ the fadden’d grove where fearte is heard 
One dying ftrain to cheer the woodman’s tail, 
Haply fome widow’d fongfter pours his plaint 
Far, in faint warblings, thro’ the tawny copfe; 
While congregated thrufhes, linnets, larks, 
And each wild ‘throat, whofe artlefs {trains fo late 
Swell’d all the mufic of the {warming fhades, 
Robb’d of their taneful fouls, now thiv'ring fit 
On the dead tree, a full deipondent flock, 
With nota brightnefs waving o’er their plumes, 
And nought fave chatt’ring difcord in their note. 
O let not, aim’d from fome inhuman eye, 
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The gun the mutic of the coming year 
Deftroy, and harmlefs, unfufpecting harm, 
Lay the weak tribes a miferable prey, 
In mingled murder, flutt’ring on the ground! 
The pale-defcending year, yet pleating fill, 
A gentler mood imipires ; for now the leaf 
Tneeffant ruflles from the mournful grove, 
Oft ftartling fuch as fudious walk below, 
And flowly circles thro’ the waving air. 
But fhould a quicker breeze amid the boughs 
Sob, o'er the iky the leafy deluge ftreams, 
Till, chok’d and matted with the dreary fhow’r, 
The foret walks at ev’ry rifing gale 
Roll wide the wither'd wafte, and whiftle bleak. 
Fled is the biatted verdure of the fields, 
And, thrunk into their beds, the flow’ry race 
Their funny robes retign: evn what remain’d 
Of itronger fruits falls from the naked tree, 
And woods, fields, gardens, orchards, all around 
The defolated profpe&t thrilis the foul, 
He comes! he comes! in ev'ry breeze the powr 
Of Philofophic Melancholy comes ! 
His near approach the fudden-ftarting tear, 
The glowing cheek, the mild dejected air, 
The foften’d feature, and the beating heart, 
Pierc’d deep with many a virtuous pang, declare, 
O'er all the foul his facred influence breathes, 
Inflames imaginution, thro’ the breat 
Infufes ev'ry tendernefs ; and far 
beyond dim earth exalts the iwelling thought. 
Ten thoufand thouiand fleet ideas, {uch 
As never mingled with the vuigar dream, 
Crowd faft into the Mind’s creative eye. 
As faltthe correfpondent paffions rife, 
As varied, and as high: devotion rais’d 
To rapture and divine aftonifhment ; 
The love of Nature unconfin’d, and, chief, 
Of human race; the large ambitious with, 
J 
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Yo make them blefs’d; the figh for fuff’ring Worth 

Lott in obfcurity 5. the noble {corn 

Of tyrant-pride; the fearlefs great refolve; 

The wonder which the dying patriot draws, 

Infpiring glory thro’ remorett time ; 

Th’ awaken’d throb for virtue and for fame; 

The fympathies of love and friendfhip dear, 

With all the focial offspring of the heart. 
Autumn, Vol. L p. 148, 


Demorition of a Bee-Hivu. 


AH! fee where robb’d and murder’d in that pit 
Lies the itill heaving hive! at ev’ning fnatch’d, 
Beneath the cloud of guilt concealing night, 
And fix’d o'er fulphur, while, not dreaming ill, 
The happy people in their waxen cells 

Sat tending public cares, and planning fchemes 
Of temperance for Winter poor; rejoic’d 

To mark fall flowing round their copious ftores. 
Sudden the dark oppreffive fteam afcends, 

And, us’d to milder fcents, the tender race 

By thoufands tumble from their honey’d domes, 
Convoly’d, and agonizing in the duft. 

And was it then for this you roam’d the fpring 
Intent from flow’r to flow’r ? for this you toil’d, 
Ceatelefs, the burning fummer heats away? 
For this in Autumn fearch’d the blooming wafte, 
Nor loft one funny gleam? for this fad fate ? 

O Man! tyrannic lord! how long, how,long 
Shall proftrate Nature groan beneath your rage, 
Awaiting renovation? When oblig’d, 

Matt you deftroy? Of their ambrofial food 

Can you not borrow, and in juft return 

Afford them fhelter from the wintry winds, 
Oras the fharp year pinches with their own 
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Again regale them on fome fmiling day ? 

See where the ftony bottom of their town 

Looks defolate and wild, with hefe and there 

A helplefs number who the ruin’d ftate 

Survive, lamenting weak, caft out to death. 
‘Thus a proud city, populous and rich, 

Fall of the works of peace, and high in joy, 
At theatre or feaft, or funk in fleep. 

(As late Palermo! was'thy fate) is feiz’d 

By fome dread earthquake, and convulfive hurl'd 
Sheer from the black foundation, ftench involv’d, 
Into a guiph of blue fulphureous flame. 


Avutomn, Vol. I. p. 156. 


The PLEASURES of RURAL RETIREMENT. 


OH! knew he but his happinefs, of men 
The happieft he who, far from public rage, 
Deep in the vale with a choice few retir’d, 
Drinks the pure pleafures of the rural life. 
What tho’ the dome be wanting, whofe proud gate 
Each morning vomits out the fneaking crowd 
Of flatt’rers falfe, and in their turn abus’d? 
Vile intercourfe! What tho’ the glitt’ring robe, 
OF ev’ry hue reflected light‘can give, 
Or floating loofe, or ftif with mazy gold, 
The pride and gaze of fools! oppre{s him not? 
What tho’, from utmoft land and fea purvey’d, 
For hin each rarer tributary life 
Bleeds not, and his infatiate table heaps 
With luxury and death? What tho’ his bow! 
Flames not with coftly juice, nor funk in beds, 
Oft of gay care, he toffes out the night, 
Or melts the thoughtlefs hours in idle ftate? 
What tho’ he knows not ve fantalic joys 
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That ftill amufe the wanton, {lill deceive, 

A face of pleafure, but a heart of pain, 

‘Their hollow moments undelighted all ? 

Sure peace is his; a folid life, eftrang’d 

‘To difappointment and fallacious hope: 

Rich in content, in Nature’s bounty rich, 

Jn herbs and fruits; whatever greens the fpring, 

When heav’n defcends in fhow’rs, or bends the 
bough 

When fummer reddens, and when autumn beams, 

Or in the wintry glebe whatever lies 

Conceal’d, and fattens with the richeft fap, 

Thefe are not wanting ; nor the milky drove, 

Luxuriant, fpread o'er all the lowing vale; 

Nor bleating mountains ; nor the chide of flreams, 

And hum of bees, inviting fleep fincere 

Into the guiltlefs brealt beneath the thade, 

Or thrown at large amid the tragrant hay ; 

Nor aught befides of profpeét, grove, or fong, 

Dim grottos, gleaming Jakes, and fountain clear. 

Here, too, dwells fimple Truth, plain Innocence, 

Uafully’d beauty, found unbroken Youth, 

Patient of labour, wich a little pleas’d, 

Health ever blooming, unambitions Toil, 

Calm Contemplation, and poetic Bafe. 

Let others brave the flood in quef of gain, 
And beat for joylefs months the gloomy wave. 
Let fuch as deem it glory to deltroy 
Ruth into blood, the fack of cities teek, 
Unpierc’d, exulting in the widow’s wail, 

The virgin’s fhriek, and_infint’s trembling cry. 
Jet foime, far diftant from their native foil, 
Ure’d or by want or harden’d avarice, 

Fini other lands beneath another fun. 

Let this thro’ cities work his eager way, 

By legal outrage and eftablith’d guile, 

‘The focial fenfe extin! and that ferment 

Mad into tumult the feditions herd, 

Or malt them down to flavery ; let thefe 
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En{nare the wretched in the toils of law, 
Fomenting difcord and perplexing right, 

An iron race! and thofe of fairer front, 

But equal inhumanity, in eourts, 

Delufive pomp, and dark cabals, delight, 
Wreath the deep bow, diifule the lying {fmile, 
And tread the weary labyrinth of ftate: 

While he, from all the ftormy pailions free 

That reftlefs men involve, hears, and but hears, 
At diftance fafe, the human tempeh roar, 
Wrapp’d clofes in confcious peace. The fall of kings, 
The rage of nations, and the crufh of ftates, 
Move not the man who, from the world elfcaped, 
In fill retreats and flow’ry folitudes 

To nature’s voice attends, from month to month, 
And day today, thro’ the revolving year ; 
Admiring fees her in her ev’ry fhape, 

Feels ail her fweet emotions at his heart, 

Takes what fhe lib’ral gives, nor thinks of more. 
He, when young Spring protrudes the burfting gems, 
Marks the firft bud, and fucks the healthful gale 
Into his frefhen’d foul ; her genial hours 

He full enjoys, and not a beauty blows, 

And not an op’ning bloffom breathes, in vain. 

In Summer he beneath the living fhade, 

Such as o’er frigid Tempe wont to wave, 

Or Hemus cool, reads what the Mule of thefe 
Perhaps has in immortal numbers fung, 

Or what fhe dictates writes ; and oft, an eye 
Shot reund, rejoices in the vig'rous year. 

When Autumn’s yellow hiftre gilds the world, 
And tempts the fickled fwain into the field, 
Seiz'd by the gen’ral joy his heart diltends 

With gentle throes, and thro’ the tepid gleams 
Deep mufing then he belt exerts his fong. 

Ev’n winter wild to him is full of blifs > 

The mighty tempeh and the hoary watte, 

Alnupt and decp, ftretch’d o'er the buried earth, 
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Awake to folemn thought. At night the fkies, 
Difclos’d and kindled by refining frot, 

Pour ev’ry luftre on th’ exalted eye. 

A friend, a book, the ftealing hours fecure, 
And mark them down for wifdom. With fwitt wing 
O’er land and fca imagination roams ; 

Or truth, divinely breaking on his mind, 

Elates his being, and unfolds his pow’rs ; 

Or in his breaft heroic virtue burns. 

‘fhe touch of kindred too, and love he feels ; 
‘The modeft eye, whofe beams on his alone 
Ecftatic fhine ; the little {trong embrace 

Of prattling children, twin’d around his neck, 
And emulous to pleafe him, calling forth 

the fond parental foul. Nor purpofe gay, 
Amufement, dance, or fong, he fternly fcorns ; 
Yor happinefs and true philofophy 

Are of the focial ftill and fmiling kind. 

‘This is the life which thofe who fret in guilt 
And guilty cities never knew ; the lite 

Led by primeval ages.uncorrupt, 

When angels dwelt, and God himfelf, with man! 


Autumn, Vol. I. p. 158. 


Nicut, with an ADDRESS to the DEITY. 


NOW, while the drowfy world fies loft in fleep, 
Let me aflociate with the ferious Night, 
And Contemplation, her fedate compeer ; 
Let me fhake off the intrufive cares of day, 
And lay the meddling fenfes all afide. 
Where now, ye lying vanities of life ! 
Ye ever-tempting ever-cheating Train! 
Where are ye now? and whatis your amount è 
Vexation, difappoiutment, and remorfe. 
Sad, fick’ning thought! and yet deluded man, 
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A fcene of crude disjointed vifions pafs’d, 
And broken tlumbers, rifes itil refolv’d, 
With new fluth’d hopes, to run the giddy round. 
Father of Light and Life ! thou Good Supreme ! 
O teach me what is good ! teach me Thyfelf! 
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, 
From ev’ry low purfuit ! and feed my foul 
With knowledge, confcious peace, and virtue pure ; 
Sacred, fubftuntial, never-fading blifs ! 
Winer, Vol. I p. 172. 


SNOW 


T HE cherifhd fields 

Put on their winter-robe of pureft white : 

"Lis brightnefs all, fave where the new fnow melts 
Along the mazy current. Low the woods 

Bow their hoar head; and ere the languid fun 
Faint from the Welt emits his ev'ning ray, 
Earth's univerfal face, deep hid, and chill, 

Is one wild dazzling walte, that buries wide 

The works of man. Drooping, the lab’rer-ox 
Stands cover d oer with {now, and then demands 
The fruit of all his toil The fowls of heavy n, 
'Tanyd by the cruel feafon, crowd around 

The winnowing flore, and claim the little boon 
Which Providence afligns them. One alone, 
‘Ihe red breaft, facred to the houthold gods, 
Wilely regardful of th’ embrciling tky, 

In joyleis fields and thorny thickets leaves: 

His thiv'ring mates, and pays to trufted man 

His annual vifit. Halfafraid, he frit 

Againit the window beats, then, brifk, alights 

On the warm hearth; then hopping o’er the flocr, 
Eyes all the fmiling family afkance, 

And pecks, and harts, and wonders where he is! 
14 
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‘Till more familiar grown, the table crumbs 

Attraét his flender feet. The foodlefs wilds 

Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare, 

Tho’ timorous of heart, and hard befet 

By death in various forms, dark {nares, and dogs, 

And more unpitying men, the garden feeks, 

Urg’d on by fearlefs want. The bleating kind 

Eye the bleak heav’n, and next the glift’ning earth,. 

With looks of dumb defpair ; then, fad difpers’d, 

Dig for the witherd herb thro’ heaps of {now. 
Now, Shepherds ! to your helplefs charge be kind ; 

Baffle the raging year, and fill their penns 

With food at will ; lodge them below the ftorm, 

And watch them ftri@ ; for from the bellowing Eaft, 

In this dire feafon, oft the whirlwind’s wing 

Sweeps up the burthen of whole wintry plains 

At one wide waft, and o er the haplefs flocks, 

Hid in the hollow of two neighb’ring hills, 

The billowy tempeft whelms, till upward urg’d, 

The valley to a fhining mountain {wells, 

Tipp’d with a wreath high-curling in the fky. 

Winter, Vol, I. p, 173. 


A Man perifbing in the Snow, with a Reflection 
on PLEASURE, POWER, and AFEFLUENCE. 


AS thus the fnows arife, and foul and fierce 
All Winter drives along the darken’d air, 

In his own loofe revolving fields the fwain 
Difafter’d tands, fees other hills afcend, 

Of unknown joylefs brow, and other fcenes, 
Of horrid profpeét, fhag the tracklefs plain, 
Nor finds the river nor the forelt, hid 
Beneath the formlefs wild; but wanders on 
From hill to dale, fill more and more altray. 


~ 
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Impatient flouncing thro’ the drifted heaps, 

Stung with the thoughts of home; thethoughts of home 

Ruth on his nerves, and call their vigour forth 

In many a vain attempt. How finks his foul! 

What black defpair, what horror, fills his heart ! 

When for the dufky fpot, which fancy feign’d 

His tufted cottage rifing thro’ the fnow, 

He meets the roughne(fs of the middle wake, 

Far from the track and blefs abode of man; 

While round him night refiftlefs clofes fatt, 

And ev’ry tempe% howling o'er his head 

Renders the favage wildernefs more wild. 

Then throng the bufy fhapes into his mind, 

Of cover'd pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire defcent! beyond the pow’r of froft, 

Of faithlels bogs; of precipices huge 

Smooth’d up with mow; and what is land unknown, 

What water of the Ril unfrozen fpring, # 

In the loofe marth or folitarylake, 

Where the freth fountain from the bottom boils. 

Vhefe check his fearful fteps, and down he finks 

Beneath the fhelter of the fhapelefs drift, 

Thinking o'er all the bitternefs of death, 

Mix’d with the tender anguith Nature fhocts 

Thro’ the wrung bofom of the dying man, 

His wife, his children, and his friends, unfeen. 

In vain for him th’ officious wife prepares 

The fire fair blazing, and the veftment warm; 

In vain his little children, peeping out 

Into the mingling ftorm, demand their fire, 

With tears ot artlefs innocence. Alas! 

Nor wife nor children more thall he behold, 

Nor friends, nor facred home. On ev'ry nerve 

The deadly Winter feizes, fhuts up fenfe, 

And o'er his inmoft vitals creeping cold, 

Lays him along the fnows a ftiffen’d corfe, 

Stretch’d out, and bleaching in the northern blaft. 
l5 
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Ah! little think the gay licentious proud, 
Whon pleafure, pow’r, and affluence furround ; 
They who their thoughtlefs hours in giddy mirth, 
And wanton, often cruel, riot wate; 

Ah! little think they, while they dance along, 
How many feel this very moment death, 
And all the fad variety of pain ; 
How many fink in the devouring flood 
Or more devouring flame ! how many bleed 
By fhameful variance betwixt man and man ! 
How many pine in want and dungeon glooms, 
Shut fromthe common air, and common ufe 
Of their own limbs! how many drink the cup 
Ot baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread 
OF mifery ! fore pierc’d by wintry winds 
How many fhrink into the fordid hut 
Of cheerlefs poverty! how many fhake 
With all the fiercer tortures of the mind, 
Unbounded paffion, madnefs, guilt, remorfe, 
Whence, tumbled headlong from the heig«t of life, 
They furnifh matter for the Tragic Mufe! 
Ev’n in the vale, where Wifdom loves to dwell, 
With Friendfhip, Peace, and Contemplation join’d, 
How many, rackd with honek paflions, droop 
In deep retir’d diftrefs! how many ftand 
Around the deathbed of their deareft friends, 
And point the parting anguifh ! Thought fond man! 
Of thefe, and all the thoufand nameleis ills 
That one inceffant ftruggle render life 
One fcene of toil, of tuf ring, and of fate, 
Vice in its high carcer would ftand appall’d, 
And heedlefs rambling Impulfe learn to think; 
The confcious heart of Charity would warm, 
And her wide with Benevolence dilate; 
The focial tear would rife, the focial figh, 
And into,clear perfection, gradual blifs, 
Refining ftill, the focial paffions work. 

Winter, Vol. L p. 74. 
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A Winter’s Evenine in Country and 
‘Town. 


THE village roufes up the fire, 

While well attelted, and as well believ’d, 

Heard folemn, goes the goblin {tory round, 

‘Till {uperititious horror creeps o’er all ; 

Or frequent in the founding hall they wake 

The rural gambol. Ruftic mirth goes round ; 

The fimple joke that takes the thepherd’s heart, 

Eafily pleas’d; the long loud laugh, fincere ; 

The kits, fnatch’d haity from the fide-long maid, 

On purpoie guardlefs, or pretending fleep ; 

The leap, the flap, the haul; and, fhook to notes 

Of native mutic, the refpondent dance: 

Thus jocund fleets with them the Winter night. 
The city {warms intenfe. . The pubhc haunt, 

Full ofeach theme, and warm with mix’d difcourfe, 

Hums indiftiné. ‘The fons of Riot flow 

Down the loofe dream of falfe enchanted joy 

To fwift deftruction., On the rankled foul 

The gaming fury falls; and in one gult 

Of total ruin, honor, virtue, peace, 

Friends, families, and fortune, headlong fink. 

Up {prings the dance along the lighted dome, 

Mix'd ant evolv’d athoufand {prightly ways. 

‘The glitt’ring court effufes evry pomp; 

The circle deepens: beam'd from gaudy robes, 

Tapers, and iparkling gems, and radiant eyes, 

A {oft effulgence o'er the palace waves ; 

While, a gay infect in his fummer fhine, 

The fop, light flutt’ring, fpreads his mealy wings, 
Dread o'er the {cene the gholt of Hamlet flalks ; 

Othello rages; poor Monimia mourns: 

And Belvidera pours her foul in love. 

Terror alarms the breat ; the comely tear 
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Steals o’er the cheek; or elfe the Comic Mufe 
Holds to the world a picture of itfelf, 
And raifes fly the fair impartial laugh. 
Sometimes fhe lifts her ftrain, and paints the fcenes 
, Of beauteous life; whate’er can deck mankind, 
Or charm the heart, in gen’rous Bevil * fhew’d. 
Winren, Vol. I. p. 186. 


* A character in the Confcious Lavers, written by Sir Richard 
Steele, 


A Frosty Nicut and MORNING. 


LouD rings the frozen earth, and hard reflects 
A double noife, while at his ev’ning watch 
The village-dog deters the nightly thief: 

The heifer lows; the diftant water -fall 

Swells in the breeze; and with the hafty tread 
Of traveller, the hollow-founding plain 

Shakes from afar. The full ethereal round, 
Infinite worlds difelofing to the view, 

Shines out intenfely keen; and all one cope 

Of ftarry glitter glows from pole to pole. 
From pole to pole the rigid infiuence falls 
Thro’ the ftill night, inceffant, heavy, ftrong, 
And feizes Nature fatt. It freezes on, 

‘Till Morn, late rifing o’er the drooping world, 
Lifts her pale eye unjoyous. Then appears 
‘The various labour of the filent Night ; 

Prone from the dripping cave and dumb cafeade, 
Whofe idle torrents only feem to roar. 

The pendent icicle ;, the froit-work fair, 
Where tranfient hues and fancy’d figures rife ; 
Wide-fpouted o’er the hill, the frozen brook, 
A livid track, cold-gleaming on the morn ; 
The foreft bent beneath the plumy wave, 
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And by the frok refin’d the whiter now, 

Incrutted hard, and founding to the tread 

Of early fhepherd, as he peniive fecks 

His pining flock, or from thé mountain top, 

Pleas’d with the flipp ry furface, {wift defcends. 
Wintex, Vol. I. p. 190» 


Sports ox the Ice, and SHOOTING. 


ON blithefome frolics bent, the youthful fwains, 

While ev’ry work of man is laid at reft, 

Fond o'er the river crowd, in various {port 

And revelry diffolv’d ; where mixing glad, 

Happieit of all the train’ the raptur'd boy 

Lafhes the whirling top. Or where the Rhine 

Branch’d out iu many a long canal extends, 

From ev'ry province {warming, void of care, 

Batavia rufhes forth, and as they {weep 

On founding {kates a thoufand diffrent ways, 

In circling poite, fwitt as the winds, along, 

‘The then gay land is madden d all to joy. 

Nor Jefs the northern courts, wide o'er the {fnow, 

Pouranew pomp. Eager, on rapid fleds 

‘Their vigorous youth in bold contentian wheel 

The long-refounding courfe. Mean time, to raife 

The manly ftrife with highly blooming charms, 

Vluth’d by the feafon, Scandinavia’s dames, 

Or Ruftia’s buxom daughters, glow around. 
Pure, quick, and {portful, is the wholefome day, 

But foon elaps’d. The horizontal! fun 

Broad o’er the fouth hangs at his utmoft noon, 

And ineffectual {trikes the gelid cliff: 

His azure glofs the mountain {till maintains, 

Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the vale 

Relents a while to the reflected ray ; 

Or from the foreft falls the cluker’d fhow, 
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Myriads of gems, that in the waving gleam 
Gay-twinkle as they fcatter. Thick around 
Thunders the fport of thofe who with the gun 
And dog impatient bounding at the thot, 
Worle than the feafons defolite the fields, 
And, add'ng to the ruins of the year, 
Diitrefs the footed or the feather’d game. 
Winer, Vol. I. p. 191. 


A Hymn zo the SEASONS, 


THESE, as they change, Almighty Father ! thefe 

Are but the varied God. The rolling year 

Is full of Tez. Forth in the pleating Spring 

Thy beauty walks, IHY tendernefs and love. 

Wide flufh tne fields; the foft’ning air is balm; 

Echo the mountains round; the tore(t imiles, 

And ev'ry fenfe, and ev'ry heart is joy. 

Then comes ‘l'ny glory in the Summer months, 

With light and heat retuigent. hen Tuy fun 

Shoots full perfection thro’ the {welling year; 

And oft Tuy voice in, dreadful thunder {peaks ; 

And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whitp’ring gales. 

Tuy bounty thines in Autumn uncontin’d, 

And fpreads a common fealt for all that lives. 

In Winter awlul THou ! with clouds and ttorms 

Around (ex thrown! tempek o'er tempeh roild! 

Majeftic darknels! on the whirlwind’s wing 

Riding fublime, ‘Vnou bidit the world adore 

And humbleft Nature with Tny northern blaft. 
Mylterious round! what fkill, what force divine, 

Deep felt, in thefe appear! a fimple train, 

Yet fo delightful mix’d, with fuch kind art, 

Sucn beauty and beneticence combin’d, 

Shade unperceiv’d io foft’ning into fhade, 
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And all fo forming an harmonious whole, 

That as they Rill ucceed they ravith Rill 

But wand’ring oft with brute unconicious gaze 

Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 

That, ever-buiy, wheels the filent fpheres, 

Works in the feeret deep, fhoots teaming thence 

The fair profution that o’eripreads the Spring, 

Flings from the fun direct the flaming day, 

Feeds ev'ry creature, hurls the tempeft forth, 

And as on earth this grateful change revolves, 

With tranfport touches all the fprings of life. 
Nature, attend! join ev’ry living foul 

Beneath the fpacious temple of the iky, 

In adoration join, and ardent raife 

One gen’ral fong! To Him, ye vocal Gales ! 

Breathe foft, whofe {pirit in your frefhneds breathes; 

Oh! talk of Him in folitary glooms, 

Where o er the rock the fcarcely- waving pine 

Fills the brown fhade with a religious awe. 

And Ye! whofe bolder note is heard afar, 

Who thake th’ aftonith’d world, lilt high to heav'n 

Th’ impetuous fong, and fay from whom you rage, 

His praife, ye Brooks, attune, ye trembling Rills; 

And let me catch it as I mufe along. 

Ye headlong Torrents! rapid and profound: 

Ye fofter Floods! that lead the humid maze 

Along the vale; and thou, Majeftic Main! 

A fecret world of wonders in thyfelf, 

Sound his fupendous praife, whofe greater voice 

Or bids you roar or bids your roarings fall. 

Soft roll your incenfe, Herbs,and Fruits, and Flow'rs! 

In mingled clouds to Him, whofe fun exalts, 

Whofe breath perfumes you, and whofe pencil paints. 

Ye Forefts, bend! ye Hurvetts, wave to Him ! 

Breathe your Rill fong into the reaper’s heart, 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon, 

Ye that keep watch in heav’n, as earth afleep 

Unconicious lies! effufe your mildeft beams. 

Ye Conitellations ! while your angels ftrike 
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Amid the fpangled fky, the filver lyre. 

Great Source of day! beft image here below 

Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 

From world to world, the vital ocean round. 

On Nature write with ev'ry beam His praiie. 

The thunder rolls: be huth’d the proftrate World ? 

While cloud to cloud returns the folemn Hymn. 

Bleat out afrefh, ye Hills! ye moily Rocks! 

Retain the found: the broad refpontfive low, 

Ye Vallies, raite, for the Great Shepherd reigns! 

And his unfuf ring kingdom yet will come. 

Ye woodlands all, awake: a houndlefs fong 

Burk from the groves! and when the reftlefs day 

Expiring lays the warbling world afleep, 

Sweeteft of birds! {weet Philomela! charm 

The lift(ning fhades, and teach the night his praife. 

Ye chief, for whom the whole creation {miles, 

At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 

Crown the great Hymn! In {warming cities vak, 

Affembled Men, to the deep organ join 

The long-refounding voice, oft breaking clear, 

At folemn paules, thro’ the {welling baie, 

And as each mingling flame increates each, 

In one united ardour rife to heav'n. 

Or if you rather chufe the rural fhade, 

And find a fane in every facred grove, 

There let the fhepherd’s flute, the virgin’s lay, 

The prompting feraph, and the poet’s lyre, 

Still fing the God of Seafons as they roll. 

For me, when I forget the darling theme, 

Whether the bloffom blows, the Summer-ray 

Ruffets the plain, infpiring Autuinn gleans, 

Or Winter rifes in the black’ning Eaft, 

Be my tongue mute, may Fancy paint no more, 

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat ! 
Should Fatecommand me to the fartheft verge 

Of the green earth, to diftant barb’rous climes, 

Rivers unknown to fong, where firft the fun 

Gilds Indian mountains, or his fetting beam | 
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Flames on th’ Atlantic ifles, ’tis nought to me; 

Since God is ever prefent, ever felt, 

In the void wafte as in the city full! 

And where he vital breathes there mult be joy. 

When ev’n at laft the folemn hour fhall come, 

And wing my myfltic flight to future worlds, 

I cheerful will obey: there with new pow’rs 

Will rifing wonders fing. 1 cannot go 

Where Univerfal Love not finiles around 

Suftaining all yon orbs and all their fons, 

From feeming evil ftill educing good 

And better thence again, and better fill, 

In infnite progreflion. But I lofe 

Myfelfin Him, in LIGHT INEFFABLE: 

Come then, expreffive Silence! mufe his praife, 
Vol. I. p. 205. 


ADDRESS đa PEACE. 


O H frh of human bleffings! and fupreme! 
Fair peace! how lovely, how delightful thou! 
By whofe wide tie the kindred fons of men 

Like brothers live, in amity combin’d, 

And untufpicious faith; while honeft Toil 

Gives ev'ry joy, and to thofe joys a right, 
Which idle, barbarous Rapine but ufurps. 

Pure is thy reign, when, unaccurs’d by blood, 
Nought, fave the fweetnefs of indulgent fhowers, 
Trickling, diftils into the vernant glebe ; 

Inftead of mangle carcailes, fad feen, 

When the blithe fheaves lie {catrer’d o’er the field ;. 
When only thining thares, the crooked knife, 
And hooks, imprint the vegetable wound ; 

When the land bluthes with the rofe alone, 

The falling fruitage and the bleeding vine. 

Oh, Peace! thou fource and foul of focial life, 
Beneath whole calm inpiring influence 
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Science his views enlarges, Art refines, 

And fwelling Commerce opens all her ports ; 

Bleit be the man divine who gives us thee ! 

Who bids the Trumpet huth-his horrid clang, 

Nor blow the giddy nations into rage; 

Who fheaths the murderous blade ; the deadly gun 

Into the well-pil’d armoury returns ; 

And, ev’ry vigour from the work of death 

To gratetul induftry converting, makes 

THe country flourNh, and the city iinile. 

Unviolated, him the virgin fings, 

And him the {miling mother to her train: 

Of him the fhepherd, in the peaceful dale, 

Chaunts; and, the treafures of his tabour fure, 

The Hufbandman of him, as at the plough 

Or team he toils. With him the failor fooths, 

Beneath the trembling moon, the midnight wave ; 

And the full city, warm, from ftreet to ttreet, 

And {hop to fhop, refponfive, rings of him. 

Nor joys one land alone; his praife extends, 

Far as the fun rolls the diffulive day ; 

Far as the breeze can bear the gifts af peace, 

Till all the happy nations catch the fong. 
Britannia, Vol. II. p. r5. 


Verses occafioned by the Death of MRi AIKMAN, 
a particular Friend of the AUTHOR'S. 


Å S thofe we love decay, we dic in part, - A 

String after {tring is fever’d from the heart; 

Till loofen’d IWe, at lak, but breathing clay, 

Without one pang is glad to fall away. 

Unhappy he who latett feels the blow, 

Whole eyes have wept o'er every friend laid low, 

Drage’d ling ring on from partial death to death, 

Till, dying, all he can reign is breath. 
Vol. I. p. 283. 
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To the Reverend Mr. Murnocu, Rector of 
STRADDISHALL in SUFFOLK, 1738. , 


THUS fafely low, my Friend, thou can’ft not fall; 
Here reigns a deep tranquillity o’er all: 
No noife, no care, no vanity, no ftrife ; 
Men, woods, and fields, all breathe untroubled life. 
Then keep each paftion down, however dear ; 
Truk me, the tender are the moft fevere. 
Guard, while ’tis thine, thy philofophic cafe, 
And afk no joy but that of virtuous peace; 
That bids detiance to the florms of fate: 
High blifs is only for a higher ftate. 
Vol. II. p. 287. 


Epirary on Miss STANLEY. 


HERE, Stanley, ref, efcap’d this mortal ftrife, 
Above the joys, beyond the woes of life. 
Fierce pangs no more thy lively beauty ftain, 
And tternly try thee with a year of pain: 
No more {weet patience, feigning oft relief, 
Lights thy fick eye, to cheat a parent’s grief: 
With tender art, to fave her anxious groan, 
No more thy botom preffes down its own; 
Now well-earn’d peace is thine, and blifs fincere : 
Ours be the lenient, not unpleafing tear! 

Q, born to bloom, then fink beneath the florm, 
To fhew us Virtue in her fairef form ; 
To fhow us artlefs Reafon’s moral! reign, 
What boaitful fcience arrogates in vain; 
TW’ obedient paflions knowing each their part, 
Calm light the head, and harmony the heart! 
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Yes, we mutt follow foon, will glad obey, 
When a few funs have roll’d their cares away, 
Tir'd with vain life, will clofe the willing eye ; 
’Tis the great birthright of mankind to die. 
Blekt be the bark that wafts us to the fhore 
Where death-divided friends fhall part no more! 
To join thee there, here with thy duft repofe, 
Is all the hope thy haplefs mother knows. 

í Vol. Il. p. 285. 


A PARAPHRASE on the latter Part of the Sixth 
Chapter of St. MATTHEW. 


WHEN my break labours with oppreflive care, 
And o’er my cheek defcends the falling tear ; 
While all my warring-paffions are at ilrife, 
O, let me liften to the words of life ! 
Raptures deep-felt his doétrine did impart, 
And thus he rais'd from earththe drooping heart. 

Think not, when all your {canty flores afford 
Ts fpread at once upon the {paring board ; 
Think not, when worn the homely robe appears, 
While on the roof the howling tempeft bears, 
What farther thall this feeble life fuftain, 
And what fhall clothe thefe fhiv’ring limbs again. 
Say, does not life its nourifhment exceed? 
And the fair body its invefting weed? 

Behold! and look away- Your low defpair— 
See the light tenants of the barren air ; 
‘To them nor ftores nor granaries belong, 
Nought but the woodland and the pleaing fong : 
Yet, your kind heavenly Father bends his eye 
On the leatt wing that flits along the fky. : 
To him they fing when Spring renews the plain, 
To him they cry in Winter's pinching reign, 
Nor is their mufic nor their plaint in vain: 
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He hears the gay and the diftrefsful call, 
T And with unfparing bounty fills them all. 
Obferve the rifing lily’s fnowy grace, 
Obferve the various vegetable race ; 
They neither toil nor fpin, but carelefs grow, 
„Yet fee how warm they bluth! how bright they glow! 
What regal veltments can with them compare ! 
What king fo fhining ! or what queen fo fair! 
If, ceafelefs, thus the fowls of heav’n he feeds, 
If o'er the fields fuch lucid robes he fpreaus, 
Will he not care for you, ye Faithlefs, fay? 
Is he unwife? or, are ye lefs than they ? 
Vol. IT. p. 288. 


OTSU agli 
I 


TELL me, thou foul of her I love, 
Ah! tell me, whither art thou fled, 
To what delightful world above, 
Appointed for the happy dead ? 
i 
Or dof thou, free, at pleafure, roam, 
And fometimes fhare thy lover’s woe, 
Where, void of thee, his cheerlefs home 
Can now, alas! nocomfort know ? 
HI. 
Oh! if thou hover'ft round my walk, 
While under ev'ry well-known tree 
I to thy fancy’d fhadow talk, 
And evry tear is full of thee: 
IV, 
Should then the weary eye of grief, 
Befide fome fympathetic ftream, 
In lumber find a fhort relief, 


Ob ! vifit thou my foothing dream. 
Vol. IT. p. 234. 
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O Nightingale, belt poet of the grove, 

That plaintive {train can ne'er belong to thee, 
Blek in the full poffeffion of thy love: 

O lend that ftrain, fweet Nightingale to me! 


Tis mine, alas ! to mourn my wretched fate ; 
T love a maid who all my bofom charms, 
Yet lofe my days without this lovely mate ; 
Inhuman Fortune keeps her from my arms, 


You, happy birds ! by Nature’s fimple laws 

Lead your foft lives, fuftain d by Nature’s fare ; 
You dwell wherever roving Fancy draws, 

And love and fong is all your pleafing care ; 


But we, vain flaves of intereft and of pride, 
Dare not be bleft, left envious tongues fhould 
blame ; 
And hence, in vain, I languifh for my bride: 
O mourn with me, {weet bird, E a flame. 
ol. Il. p. 295. 


A Hymn on SOLITUDE. 


A 
Hai L, mildly pleafing Solitude ! 
Companion of the wife and good, 
But from whofe holy, piercing eye, 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh ! how I love with thee to walk, 
And liten to thy whifper’d talk, 
Which innocence and truth imparts, 
And melts the moft obdurate hearts. 

A thoufand fhapes you wear with cafe, 
And Rill in every fhape you pleafe. 
Now wrapt in fome myfterious dream, 
A lone philofopker you feem ; : 
Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 
And now you {weep the vaulted ficy ; 
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A thepherd next you haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten ftrain. 

A lover now with ali the grace 

Of that fweet paflion in your face: 
Then calm'd to friendihip, you afflume 
The gentle looking Hartford’s bloom, 
As, with her Mufidora, fhe 

(Her Muftdora fond of thec) 

Amid the long withdrawing vale, 
Awakes the rival'd Nightingale, 

Thine is the balmy breath of Morn, 
Juft as the dew-beut rofe is born ; 
And while meridian fervours beat, 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat : 
But chief, when evening fcenes decay, 
And the faint landfcape fwims away, 
Thine is the doubtful {oft decline, 
And that beft hour of mufing thine. 

Defcending angels blefs thy train, 
The virtues of the fage, and fwain; 
Plain Innocence, in white array’d, 
Before thee lifts her fearlefs head ; 
Religion’s beams around thee thine, 
And cheer thy glcoms with light divine ; 
About thee fports {weet Liberty; 
And rapt Urania fings to thee. 

Oh! let me pierce thy fecret cell, 
And in thy deep recefles dwell. 
Perhaps from Norwood’s oak clad hill, 
When Meditation has her fll, 
ljut may caft my carelefs eyes 
Where London’s {piry turrets rife, 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 
Then fhield me in the woods again. 


1Q1 


Vol. I, P. 300 
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Exercise and HEALTH. 


IT was not by vile loitering in cafe, 
That Greece obtain’d the brighter palm of art, 
‘That foft yet ardent Athens learn’d to pleafe, 
"T'o keen the wit, and to fublime the heart, 

-In all fupreme ' complete in every part! 
Tt was not thence majeltic Rome arofe, 
And o'er the nations thook her conquering dart: 
For Sluggard’s brow the laurel never grows ; 
Renown is not the child oi indolent Repofe. 


Had unambitious mortals minded nought 

But in loofe joy their time to wear away, 

Had they alone the lap of Dalliance fought, 

Pleas d on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 

Rude Nature’s tate had been our tlate to-day ; 

No cities e'er their towery fronts had rais’d, 

No arts had made us opulent and gay: 

With brother-brutes the human race had graz’d ; 

None e'er had foar'd to fame, none honor’d been, 
none prais’d. 

Great Homer's tong had never fir'd the breatt 

To thirft of glory and heroic deeds ; 

Sweet Maro’s Mufe, funk in inglorious ref, 

Had filent flept amid the Mincian reeds: 

‘The wits of modern time had told their beads, 

And Monkifh legends been their only ftrains ; 

Our Milton's Eden had lain wrapt in weeds, 

Our Shakefpeare ftroll’d and laugh’d with Warwick 
fwains 

Ne had my matter Spenfer charm’d his Mulla’s plains, 

Dumb, too, had been the fage hiftoric Mufe, ` 

And perith’d all the fons of ancient fame ; 

Thofe flarry lights of virtue, that diffute, 

Through the dark depth of time their vivid fame, 

Had all been loft with fuch as have no name. 

‘Who then had fcorn’d his eale for others’ good? 
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Who then had toil’d rapacious men to tame? 
Who in the public breach devoted ftood, 
And for his country's caufe been prodigal of blood ! 


But fhould to fame your hearts unfeeling be, 

If right I read, you pleafure all require; 

Then hear how beft may be obtain’d this fee, 

How bef enjoy’d this Nature’s wide defire. 

‘Foil, and be glad! Jet Induftry infpire 

Into your:quicken’d limbs her buoyant breath ! 

Who does not att is dead ; abforpt entire 

In miry floth, no pride, no joy he hath : 

O leaden-hearted Men, to be in love with death ! 

Ah what avail the largeft gifts of Heav'n, 

When drooping health and fpirits go amifs? 

How taftelefs then whatever can be given? 

Health is the vital principle of blifs, 

And exercife of health. In proof of this, 

Behold the wretch who flugs his life away 

Soon fwallow’d in Difeafe’s fad abyfs, 

While he whom Toil has brac’d, or manly play, 

Has light as air each limb, cach thought as clear as 
day. 

O who can fpeak the vigorous joys of health! 

Unclogg’d the body, unobfeur’d the mind; 

The morning rifes gay, with pleafing ftealth, 

The temperate evening falls ferene and kind. 

Tn health the wifer brutes true gladnefs find. 

See! how the younglings frifk along the meads, 

As May comes on and wakes the balmy wind ; 

Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds ; 

Yet what but high-ftrung health this dancing plea- 
faunce breeds ? 


Castie of Inporence, Vol. II, p. 266. 


K 
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S ON G. 


ONE day the God of fond defire, 
On mifchief bent, to Damon faid, 

Why not difclote your tender fire, 
Not own it to the lovely maid ? 


The fhepherd mark’d his treach’rous art, 
And, foftly fighing, thus reply’d ; 

Tis true, you have fubdu’d my heart, 
But thall not triumph o’er my pride. 


The flave in private only bears 
Your bondage who his love conceals, 
But when his paffion he declares, 
You drag him at your chariot wheels. 
Vol. II. p. 290. 


UNBLEMISHED Honour. 


UNBLEMISH'’D honor is the flower of virtue ! 
‘The vivifying foul! and he who flights it 
Will leave the other dull and litelefs drofs. > 


Tancrzp and Stcrsmuxpa, Vol, IV. p. 183. 


5 O N G: 


H AR Dis the fate of him who loves, 
Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, 
But to the fympathetic groves, 
But to the lonely liltentng plain, 


Tos BEAUTIES or THOMSON. 195 


Oh! when fhe bleffes next your fhade, 
Oh! when her footfteps next are feen 
In flowery tracts along the mead, 
In frefher mazes o’er the green, 


Ye gentle Spirits of the vale, 

To whom the tears of love are dear, 
From dying lilies waft a gale, 

And figh my forrows in her ear. 
O tell her what fhe cannot blame, 

Tho’ fear my tongue muft ever bind; 
Oh ! tell her that my virtuous flame 

Is as her fpotlefs foul refin’d. 


Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chafter tendernefs his care, 
Not purer her own wifhes rife, 
Not holier her own fighs in prayer. 


But if, at firft, her virgin fear 
Should fart at love’s fufpeéted name, 
With that of friendthip footh her ear— 
True love and friendfhip are the fame. 
Vol. Il. p. 291 


FREEDOM: 
— H E, who contends for freedom, 
Can ne'er be juftly deem'd his fovereign’s toe : 
No, ’tis the wretch that tempts him to fubvert it, 
The foothing flave, the traitor in the bofom, 
Who beht deferves that name; he is a worm 
That: eats out all the happinels of kingdoms. 


Epwarp and Erronora, Vol. IV. p 1%, 
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S O INT G. 


UNLESS with my Amanda bleft, 
In vain J twine the woodbine bow’r 4 
Unlefs to deck her fweeter break, 
In vain I rear the breathing flow'r : 
Awaken’d by the genial year, 
In vain the birds around me fing : 
In vain the frefhening fields appear : 
Without my love there is no {pring. 
Vol. JI. p. 292- 


TOR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love, 

And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between and bid us part: 


Bid us figh on from day to day, 

And wifb, and wifh the foul away, 

Lill youth and genial years are flown. 

And all the life of life is gone? 

But bufy, bufy fill art thou, 

Yo bind the lovelefs joylefs vow, 

The heart from pleafure to delude, 

‘To join the gentle to the rude. 

For once, O Fortune, hear my prayer, 

And Tabfolve thy future care ; 

All other bleffings I refign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 
Vol. II. p. 293 
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Se OF Ni? Gs 


COME gentle God of foft defire, 
Come and poflefs my happy breaft, 
Not fury-like in flames and fire, 
Or frantic Folly’s wildnefs dreft : 


But come in Friendfhip’s angel-cuife : 
Yet dearer thou than friendfhip art, 
More tender {pirit in thy eyes, 
More {weet emotions at the heart. 
© come with Goodnefs ia thy train;. 
With Peace and Pleafure void of ftorm, 
And wouldit thou me for ever gain, 
Put on Amanda’s winning form. 


Vol. IE p. 294. 


A Nurtrat Sonc. Intended to have been ina 
Jerted in the Fourth AA of SOPHONISBA. 


Come, gentle Venus! and affuage 
A warring world, a bleeding age ; 
For Nature lives beneath thy ray, 
The wihtry tempefts hafte away, 
A lucid calm invefts the fea, 
Thy native deep is full of thee : 
The Aowering carth, where’er you fly, 
Is all o'er {pring, all fun the fky ; 
A genial {pirit warms the breeze ; 
Unfeen among the blooming trees, 
The feather’d lovers tune their throat, 
The defart glows a foften’d note ; 
Glad o’er the meads the cattle bound, 
Aad ibve and harmony go round, 
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But chief into the human heart 
You ftrike the dear delicious dart; 
You teach us pleafing pangs to know, 
"To languifh in luxurious woe ; 
‘To feel the gen'rous paffions rife, 
Grow good by gazing, mildeby fighs : 
Each happy moment to improve, 
And fill the perfe& year with love. 

Come, thou delight of heav’n and carth ! 
‘To whom all creatures owe their birth ; 
Oh come, tweet fmiling ! tender, come! 
And yet prevent our final doom : 
For long the furious God of war 
Has cruflrd us with his iron car, 
Has reg’d along our ruin’d plains, 
Has foil d them with his crucl ftains,. 
Has funk our youth in endlefs. fleep,. 
And made the widow’d virgin weep. 
Now let lim feel thy wonted charms ; 
Oh take him to thy twining arms ! 
And, while thy bofom heaves on his,. 
While deep he prints the humid kifs, 
Ab! then his ftormy heart controul, 
And figh thy{elf into his foul. 

Vol. HI. p. rcg: 


CHARACTERS belonging to the CASTLE of 
INDOLENCE. 

OF all the gentle tenants of the place, 

‘There was a man of fpecial grave remark ; 

A certain tender gloom o’erfpread his face, 

Penfive, not fad, in thought involv’d, not dark $ 

As foot this man could fing as morning lark, 

And teach the noblc{t morals of the heart 5 
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But thefe his talents were yburied ftarks 
OF the fine ftores he nothing would impart 
Which or boon Nature gave, or nature painting Art, 


To noon-tide fhades incontinént he ran, 

Where purls the brook with fleep-inviting found, 
Or when Dan Sol to fope his wheels began, 

Amid the broom be batk'd him on the ground, .. 
Where the wild thyme and camomoil are found ; 
There would he linger, till thgfatelt ray 

OF light fite trembling on the welkin’s bound ; 
Then homeward thro’ the twilight fhadows ftray, 
Sauntering and flow: fohad he paffed many a day. 


Yet not in thougbtlefs flumberwere they paft; 
For oft the heavenly fire, that lay conceal’d 
Beneath the fleeping embers, mounted faft, 
And all its native light anew reveal’d 
Oft as he travers’d the cerulean field, : 
And marks the clouds that drove before the wind, 
‘Ten thoufand glorious fyftems would he build, 
Ten thonfand great ideas fill d his mind ; 
Bat with the clouds they fled, and left no trace be- 
hind. 
With him was fometimes join’d, in filent walk 
(Profoundly filent, for they never {pokc) 
One fhyer ftill, who quite detefled talk ; 
Oft fung by-ipleen, at once away he broke, 
‘To groves of pine and broad o'erlhadowing oak; 
There inly thrilld, he wander’d all alone, 
Andon himfell his penfive fury wroke, 
Ne ever utter'd word, fave when firfi fhone 
The glittering ftar of eve—“ Thank Heaven! the 
day is done.” 
Herc lurk`d a wretch who bad not crept abroad 
For forty years, no face of mortal feen: 
Ia chamber, brooding like a loathly toad, 
And.fure his linen was not very clean. 
Through fecret loop holes, that had prađis'd been 
Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took; 
bee 
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Unkempt, and rough, of fqualid face and mien, 
Our Caitle’s thame ! whence, from his filthy nook, 
We drove the villain ovt for Atter lair to look. 


One day there chaunc’d into thefe halls to rove 
Ajoyous youth, who took you at firft fight ; 
Him the wild wave of pleafure hither drove, 
Before the {prightly tempeft tofling light : 
Certes, he was a moft engaging wight, 

Of focial glee, and wit humane tho’ keen, 
Turning the night to day and day to night: 
For himthe merry bells had rung, I ween, 

If in this nook of quiet bells had ever been. 


But not even pleafure to excefs is good : 

What mok elates then finks the foul as low: 

When {pring-tide joy pours in with copious flood, 
‘The higher {till th’ exulting billows flow, 

The farther back again they flagging go, 

And leave us grovelling on the dreary fhorc. 

Taught by this fon of Joy we found it fo, 

Who, whillft he ftaid, kept in a gay uproar 

Our madden’d Cafile all, the abode of Sleep no more. 
As when in prime of June a burnifh’d fly, 

Sprung from the meads, o'er which he {weeps along, 
Cheer’d by the breathing bloom and vital fky, 
‘Tunes up amid thefe airy halls his fong, 

Soothing at firft the gay repoling throng; 

And oft he fips their bowl: or, nearly drown’d, 

He, thence recovering, drives their beds among, 
And feares their tender fleep, .with trump profornd, , 
"Then out again he flies, to wing his mazy round. 


Another guelt there was, of fenfe refin’d 

Who felt each worth, for every worth he had ; 
Serene, yet warm, humane, yet firm his mind, 
As little touch d as any man’s with bad: 

Him thro’ the inmoft walks the Mufes lad, 

Yo him the facred love of Nature lent, 

And fometimes would he make our valley glad ; 
When as we found he would not here be pent, 
To him the better fort this friendly meflage fent : 


‘Tue BEAUTIES or THOMSON. 201 


Come, dwell with us! true fon of Virtus, come ! 
* But ifalas! we cannot thee perfuade 

** To lie content beneath our peaceful dome, 

“ Ne ever more to quit our quiet glade, 

“Yet when at laft thy toils, but ill apaid, 

“ Shall dead thy fire, and’ damp its heavenly {park, 
“ Thou wilt be gladto feek the rural thade, 

© There to indulge the Mufe, and Nature mark ; 

“ Wethen a lodge for thee will rear in Hagley-Park.” 


Here whilom ligg’d th’ Efopus* of the age, 

But call'd by Fame, in foul ypricked deep, 

A noble pride reftor’d him to the lage 

And rous'd hina like a giant from his fleep, 

Even from his flumbers we advantage reap : 

With double force th’ enliven’d fcene he wakes, 

Yet quits not Nature’s bounds. He knows to keep 

Lach due decorum: Now the heart he thakes, 

And now with well-urg'd fenfe th’ enlighten’d judg. 
ment takes. 


Fall oft by holy feet our ground was trod, 

OF clerks good plenty here you mote efpy : 

A little, round, fat, oily-man of God, 

Was one I chiefly mark d among the fry : 

He had aroguifh twinkle in his eye, 

And fhone all glittering with ungodly dew, 

If a tight damfel chaunc’d to trippen by; . 
Which when obferv d, he fhrunk into his mew, 
And ftrait would recollc his piety anew. 


Here languid-Beauty kept her pale-fac’d court: : 

Bevies of dainty dames, of high degree, 

From every quarter hither made refort, . 

Where, from grofs mortal care and bulinefs free, 

They lay, pour’d out in cafe and luxury : 

Or thould they a vain thew of work aflume, 

Alas! and well-a-day! what can it be? 

Toknot, totwift, to range the vernal bloom ; 

But far is cat the diftafi, eS and loom. 
ob) 


* Mr: Qsin 


202 THe BEAUTIES or THOMSON. 


Their only labour was to kill the time, 

And labour dire it is, and weary woe: 

They fit, they loll, turn o'er fome idle rhyme, 
Then, rifing fudden, to the glafs they go, 

Or faunter forth, with tottering ftepand flow: 

This foon too rude an exercife they find ; 

Scrait on the couch their limbs again they throw,. 
Where hours on hours they fighing lie reclin’d, 

And court the vapoury god foft-breathing in the wind. 


Now muf I mark the villany we found; 

But, ah! too late, as fhall cftfoons be fhewn. 

A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground, 
Where itil] our inmates, when unpleafing grown, 
Difeas’d, and loathfome, privily were thrown. 

Far from the light of heaven, they languifh’d there,. 
Unpity’d uttering many a bitter groan, 

For of thefe wretches taken was no care ; 

Fierce fiends and hags of hell their only nurfes were. 


Alas! the change! from feenes of joy and ref, 

‘To this dark den, where Sicknefs tofs’d alway. 
Here Lethargy, with deadly ileep oppreft, 

Stretch’d on his back a mighty lubbard, lay 
Heaving his fides, and fnored night and day ; 

To ftir him from his traunce it was not cath. 

And his half-open’d eye he fhut flraitway ; 

He led, l wot, the fotteft way to death, 

_ And taught withouten pain and ftrife to yield the 
breath. 


Of limbs enormous, but withal unfound, 

Soft-fwoln and pale, here lay the Hydropfy ; 

Unwieldly man! with belly monftrous round, 

For ever fed with watery dupply ; 

For ftill he drank, and yet he ftill was dry. 

And inoping here did Hypochondria fit, 

Mother of fpleen, in robes of various dye, 

Who vexed was full oft with ugly fit, 

And fome her frantic deem’'d, and fome her deem’da 
wit. 
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A lady proud fhe was, of ancient blood, 

Yet oft her fear her pride made crouchen low ; 

She felt, or fancy’d, in her fluttering mood, 

All the difeafes which the Spittles know, 

And fought all phyfic which the fhops beftow, 

And Aill new leaches and new drugs would try, 
Her humour ever wavering to and fro ; 

Vor fometimes fhe would laugh and fometimes cry, 
Then fudden waxed wroth, and all fhe knew not why. 


Fak by her fide a liftlefs maiden pin’d, 

With aching head, and fqueamith heart-burnings ; 
Pale, bloated, cold, fhe feem’d to hate mankind, 
Yet lov'd in fecret all forbidden things. 

And here the Tertian fhakes his chilling wings ; 
‘The fleeplefs Gout here counts the crowing cocks, 
A wolf now gnaws him, now a ferpent ftings : 
Whillt Apoplexy cramm’d Intemperance knocks 
Down to the ground at once, as butcher felleth ox. 


Caste of Invovence, Vol. Il. p. 229. 


FORTUNE DISREGARDED. 


TS there no patron to proteé the Mufe, 

And tence for her Parnaffus’ barren foil ? 

"lo every labour its reward accrues, 

And they are fure of bread who {wink and moil ; 
But a fell tribe the Aonian hive defpoil, 

As ruthlefs wafps oft rob the painful bee; 

Thus while the laws not guard that nobleft toil, 

Ne for the Mufes cther meed decree, 

‘They praifed are alone, and ftarve right merrily. 
Tcare not, Fortune! what-you me deny ; 

You cannot rob me of tree Nature's grace ; 

You cannot fhut the windows of the {ky, 

‘Thro’ which Aurora fhews her brightening face ; 
You cannot bar my conitant feet to trace 
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The woods and lawns, by living ream, at eve ; 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace, 

And I their toys to the great children leave : 

Of fancy, reafon, virtue, nought can me bereave. 


Casrve of Inporence, Vol- Il. p. 241. 


Ope inthe Mask of ALFRED. 


i 


WHEN Britain firt, at Heav’n’s command, 
Arofe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter of the Jand, 
And guardian angels fung this ftratn: 
* Rule, Britannia! rule the waves: 
“ Britons never will be flaves.” 


Il. 


The nations, not fo bleft as thee, 
Muf, in their turns, to tyrants fall ; 
While thou fhalt flourith great and free, 
The dread and envy of them ail. 
© Rule, €¥e. 
Til. 


Still more majeftic fhalt thou rife, 
More dreadful from each foreign ftroke : 
As the loud bla!t that tears the fkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 
“ Rule, &e. 
IV. 
Thee haughty tyrants ne’er fhall tame : 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but aroufe thy generous flame, 
But work their woe, and thy renown, 
= Rule, Ede. 
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V. 
To thee belongs the rural reign ; 
Thy cities thall with commerce fhine ; 
All thine fhall be the fubject main ; 
And every fhore it circles thine. 


‘Rule, Ge. 
Vi. 


The Mules, {till with Freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coatt repair ; 
Blek Ife! with matchlefs beauty crown’d, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
“ Rule, Britannia! rule the waves; 
“ Britons never will be flaves.” 


Vol. IIL. p. 253. 


Bounty zo ENEMIES. 


ON mere indifferent obje&ts, common bounty 

Will fhower relief; but when our bittereft foe 

Lies funk, difarm’d, and defolate, then! then! 

‘To feel the mercies of a pitying God, 

Yo raife him from the duft, and that bet way 

‘Yo triumph o’er him, is heroic goodnefs. 
Sorwonisga, Vol. IH. p. 48) 


D E A at H. 


THE death of thofe diftinguifh’d by their ftation, 
But by tbeir virtue more awakes the mind 
To folemn dread, and ftrikes a fadd’ning awe ; 
Not that we grieve for them, but for ourfelves, 
Lefi to the toil of life—And yet the belt 
Are, by the playful children of this world, 
At once forgot, as they had never been. 
Tancrep and Sicismunpa, Vol. IV. p. 93: 


THE 
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SOUL BE ae Es 


TIR’D Nature’s fweet reftorer, balmy Steep ! 
He, like the world, his ready vift pays 
Where lortune {miles ! the wretched he forfakes ; 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
And lights on lids unfully’d with a tear, 

Nicut Tuoucuts, Vol. III. p. 3. 


ADDRESS to the DEITY. 


THOU, who didt put to fight 
Primeval Silence, when the morning flars, 
Lxulting, fhouted o'er the rifing ball; 
O THOU, whofe word from folid darkuefs {truck 
That fpark, the fun; ftrike wifdom from my foul ; 
My foul which flies to Thee, her trut, her treafure,. 
As mifers to their gold, while others reft. 

Thro’ this opaque of Nature, and of Soul, 
This double night, tranfmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten and-to chear. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe} 
Lead it thro’ various fcenes of Life and Death ; 
And from each fcene, the nobleft truths infpire. 
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Nor lefs infpire my Condud, than my Song ; 
Teach my bett reafon, reafon; my beft will 
Teach rectitude ; and fix my frm refolve 
Witdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour’d 
On tlus devoted head, be pouv’d in vain. 
N. 'THouGuHTs, p. 4. 


Ae ie Me 18, 


THE bell trikes One. We take no note of time 
But from itsdofs. To give it then a tongue 

Is wife in man. As if am angel fpoke, 

I feel the folemn found. If heard aright, 

ft is the zell of my departed hours : 

Where are they? With the years beyond the fiood. 
It is the fgzal that demands difpatch : 

How much is to be done? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarm’d, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down-—On what? a fathomlefs abyfs; 

A dread eternity ! how furely mine! 

And can eternity belong to me, 


“Poor penfioner on the bounties of an hour ? 


N. Tuoucnts, p. 5. 


REFLECTION on Man. 


Ho W poor, how rich, how abject, how augut, 
How complicate, how wonderful is man! 

How paffing wonder He, who made him fuch ! 
Who centred in our make fuch ftrange extremes ! 
From diff’rent natures marvelloufly mixt, 
Connexion exquifite of diftant worlds! 
Diftinguith’d Zisk in being’s endlefs chain! 
Midway from Nothing to the Deity ! 
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A beam ethereal, fully’d and abforpt ! 
Tho’ fully’d, and difhonor’d, ftill divine ! 
Dim miniature of greatnefs abfolute! 
An heir of glory! a frail child of duf ! 
Helplefs immortal ! infect infinite ! 
A worm! a god!—I tremble at myfelf, 
And in myfelf am loft! at home a ftranger, 
‘Thought wanders up and down, furpriz’d, aghaft,. 
And wond’ring at her own: How reafon reels! 
O what a miracle to man is man, 
Triumphantly diftrefs’d! what joy, what dread! 
Alternately tranfported, and alarm’d! 
What can preferve my life! or what deftroy ! 
An angel’s arm can’t {natch me from the grave s 
Legions of angels can’t confine me there. 
N. THoucuts, p. 5- 


Lire and ETERNITY. 


THIS is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 

‘The twilight of our day, the veftibule ; 

Life stheatre as yet is fhut, and death, 

S.rong death, alone can heaye the muily bar, 

This grofs impediment of clay remove, 

And make us embryas of exiftence free, 

Trom real life, but little more remote 

Is fe, not yet a candidate for.light, 

The future embryo, flumb’ring in his fire. 

Embryos we mutt be, til we burit the thell,. 

Yon ambient azure thell, and {pring to life, 

‘The life of gods, O tranfport! and of man. 
Yet man, fool man! kere buries all his thouglitss 

Inters celeftial hopes without one figh. 

Prifoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon 

Here pinions all his withes ; wing’d by heay’n 

To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 
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Where feraphs gather immortality, 
On life’s fair tree, fakt by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambrofial clultring glow, 
In HIS full beam, and ripen for the jult, . 
Where momentary ages are no more! 
Where time, and pain, and chance, and death ex- 
pire! 
And isit inthe flight ofthreefcore years, 
‘To puth eternity trom human thought, 
And finother fouls immortal in the dutt? 
A foul immortal, {pending all her fires, 
Wafting her ftrength in ftrenuous idlenefs, 
Thrown into tumult, raptar’d, or alarm’d, 
At aught this feene can threaten.or indulge, 
Refembles ocean into tempett wrought, 
To waft a feather, or to drown a Ay. 
N. THOUGHTS, p. 7 


Time and DEATH. 


E A CH Moment has its fickle, emulous 
Of Time's enormous feythe, whofe ample fveep 
Strikes empires from the root; each moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower {phere 
Of fweet domeftic comfort, and cuts down 
‘The faireft bloom of fublunary blifs. 
dlifs! fublunary blifs !—proud words and vain! 
Implicit treafon to divine decree | 
A bold invafion of the rights of heav’n! 
I clafp’d the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I weigh’d it ere my fond embrace ! 
What darts of agony had mifs’d my heart! 
Death! great proprietor of all? ’tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ftars. 
The fua himfeif by thy permiffion thines; i 
And, one day, thou {halt pluck him from his fphere. 
Amid fuch mighty plunder, why exhautt 
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Thy partial quiver on a mark fo wean ? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak’d on me ? 
Infatiate archer! could not ove fuffice ? 
‘Thy fhaft flew thrice ; and fhrice my peace was flain ; 
And thrice, ere thrice you moon had fiil’d her horn, 
O Cynthia ! why fo pale? Doft thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour ? Grieve to fee thy wheel 
Of ceafelefs change outwhirl'd in human life? 
How wanes my derrew’d bliis! from /ertune’s- finile, 
Precarious courtefy ! not vrtve's fure, 
Self-given, /lar ray of found delight. 

In ewry vary’d pofture, place, and hour, 
How widow’d ev’ry thought of ev’ry joy | 
Thought, buly thought! too bufy for my peace! 
‘Thro’ the dark pottern of time long laps’d, . 
Led foftly, by the ftillnefs.of the night, 
Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves !) 
Strays (wretched rover !) o'er the pleafing pafi à 
Inquefi of wretchednefs perverfely ftrays ; 
And finds all defart zow; and meets the ghofts 
Of my departed joys ; a num’rous train} 
J rue the riches of my former fate ; 
Sweet comfort’s blafed clufters I lament ; 
i tremble at the bleffings once fo dear ; 
And ev'ry pleafure pains me to the heart. 

Yet why complain ? or why complain for one? 
Hangs out the fun his luftre but for me, 
The /xgle man? Are angels all befide? 
I mourn for millions ; “Vis the commen lot ; 
In édis funpe, or in żžat, has fate entail’d 
The mother’s throes on all of woman born, 
Not more the children, than fure heirs of pain. 


- N. Tyovcurs, p. Fe. 


~” 
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OPPRESSION, WANT, and DISEASE. 


War, Famine, Peft, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 

Inteftine broils, Opprefion, with her heart 

Wrapt up in triple brais, befieze mankind, 

God’s image dilinherited of day, 

Here, plung’d in mines, forgets a fun was made. 

There, beings deathlefs as their haughty lord, 

Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life; 

And plow the winter’s wave, and reap defpair. 

Some, for hard mafters, broken under arms, 

In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 

Beg bitter bread thro’ realms their valor fav’d, 

If io the tyrant, or his minion, doom, 

Want, and incurable difea/e, (fell pair !) 

On hopelefs multitudes remorfeleis feize 

At once; and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaning /ofpitals eject their dead! 

What numbers groan for fad admiffion chere !' 

What numbers, once in fertvac’s lap high fed, . 

Solicit the cold hand or charity ! 

To fhock us more, folicit it in vain! 

Ye filken fons of pleafure ! fince in pains 

You rue more modifh vifits, vifit žere, 

And breath from your debauch: Give, and reduce 

Surfeit’s dominion o'er you: But fo great 

Your impudence, you bluth at what is right. 
Happy! did forrow feize on fuch alone. 

Not prudence can defend, or virtue fave; 

Difeafe invades the chatteft temperance ; 

And punifhment the guiltlefs ; and alarm, 

Thro’ thicket fhades, purfues the fond of peace. 

Man’s caution often into danger turns, 

And, his guard falling, crufhes him to death. 

"Not Aappine/s itfelf makes good her name ; 

Our very wifhes-give us not our wilh. 

How dittane oft the thing we doat on moft, 
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From that for which we doat, /élicity ! 

The fioothef# courfe of nature has its pains ; 
And truef# friends, thro’ error, wound our ref. 
Without misfortune, what calamities ! 

And what hoftilities, without a foe! 

Nor are focs wanting to the beft on earth. 

But endlefs is the lift of human ills, 

And fighs might fooner fail, than caufe to figh. 


N. Tuoucuts, p. ir 


DiE qa. iY ie 


BEWARE, Lorenzo! a flow fudden death. 
How dreadful that deliberate furprize! 

Be wife to-day ; “tis madnefs to defer; 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 

‘Thus on, till wifdom is pufh’d out of life. 
Procrafiination is the thief .of time ; 

Year after year it fteals, till all are fled, 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 

‘The vaft concerns of an eternal fcene. 

IF not fo frequent, would not This be ftrange ? 
‘That ’tis fo frequent, This is ftranger Rill. 

‘Of man’s miraculous miftakes, this bears 

The palm, ‘¢ That all men are about to live.” 
For ever on the brink of being born. 

All pay themf{elves the compliment to think 
They one day thall not drivel; and their pride 
On this revertion takes up ready praife ; 

At leak, their owns their future felves applauds 5 
How excellent that life they zeer will lead! 
Time lodg’d in their own hands is Folly’s vails 3 
That lodg’d in futes, to wifdom they confign ; 
The thing they can’t but purpofe, they pofipone 5 
’Tis not in folly, not to fcorn a fool ; 

And fcarce in human w¢/dom to do more, 

AH promife is poor dilatory man. 
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And that thro’ ev'ry ftage: When young, indeed, 
In full content we, fometimes, nobly ret, 
Unanxious for oxr/e’2vs and only with, 
As duteous fons, our fathers were more wife. 
At thirty man fufpeđs himielf a fool ; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; 
At fifty chides his infamous delay, 
Puthes his prudent purpote to reflve ; 
In all the magnanimity of thought 
Relolves; and re-refolves ; then dies the fame. 

And why? Becaufe he thinks himfelf immortal. 
Al! men think all men mortal, but Themfelves ; 
Vhemfelves, when fome alarming fhock of fate 
Strikes thro’ theim wounded hearts the fuddendread; + 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon clofe ; where pak the fhaft, uo trace is found, 
As from the wing no fear the fky retains ; 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel; 
So dies in human heartathe thought of death. 
Ev'n with the tender tear which nature fheds 
O’er thofe we love, we drop it in their grave. 

N. Tuoucuts, p. 16. 


INCONSISTENCY of Man. 


A H! how unjuk to nature, and himfelf, 

Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconfitent man ! 

Like children babbling nonfenfe in their fports, 

We cenlure nature for a fpan too fhort ; 

That fpan too fhort, we tax as tedious too; 

Torture invention, all expedients tire, 

To lath the Jing’ring moments into fpced, 

And whirl us (happy riddance!) from ourfelves, 

Art! brainless Art! our furious charioteer 

(For Nature’s voice unttifled would recall) 

Drives headlong tow’rds the precipice of death 5 

Death, mot our dread; death thus more dreadful 
made: 

O what a riddle of abfurdity ? 
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‘Leifure is pain; takes off our chariot-wheels ; 
How heavily we drag the load of life ! 

Bleft leifurc is our curfe; like that of Cain, 

Jt makes us wander; wander earth around 

To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atas groan’d 
‘The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour, 
We cry for mercy to the next amufement ;. 

The next amufement mortgages our ficlds ; 
Slight inconvenience! prifons hardly frown, 
Trom hateful Time if prifons fet us- free. 

Wet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 

We call him cruel; years to moments fhrink, 
Ages to years, The telefcopeis turn’d. 

To man’s falfe optics (from his folly falfe) 

Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And teems to creep, decrepit with his age ; 
Behold him, when paft by ; what then is feen, 
But his broad pinions fwifter than the winds è 
And all mankind, in contradidion ftrong, 
Rueful, aghaft! cry out on his career. 

We rave, we wreftle, with Great Nature’s plan; 
We thwart the Deity; and ’tis decreed, å 
Who thwart his will, fhall contradi& their own. 
Hence our unnatural quarrels with ourfelves ; 
Our thoughts at enmity; our bofom broils ; 
We pufh time from us, and we with him back ; 
Lavifh of luftrums, and yet fond of life; 

Life we think long, and fhort ; Death feck, and fhun; 
Body and foul, like peevifh man and wife, 
United jar, and yet are loth to part. 


N. Tuouants, p. 25. 


Vnan a yd Ce 2 


OH the dark days of vanity ! while here, 
How taftelefs! and how terrible, when gone! 
Gone! they ne'er go; when pah, they haunt us till ; 
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The fpirit walks of ev’ry day deceas’d ; 

And {miles an angel, or a fury frowns. 

Nor death, nor lite delight us. If time paft, 

And time pofef, both pain us, what can pleafe? 

That which the Deity to pleafe ordain’d, 

‘Time usd. The man who confecrates his hours 

By vig'rous effort, and an honeft aim, 

At once he draws the fting of life and death ; 

He walks with Nature; and her paths are peace. 
N. THOUGHTS, p. 27. 


PARENTAL Love. 


FATHERS alone, a Father’s heart can know: 

What fecret tides of ftii! enjoyment flow, 

When brothers love! Butif their hate fucceeds 

They wage the war ; but ’tis the Father bleeds. 
Brotuers, Vol. II. p. 219. 


ClOLN SC ENECHE, 


O Treach’rous Confcienee ! while the feems to fleep 
On rofe and myrtle, lull’d with fyren fong; 

While the feems, nodding o’er her charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the flacken’d rein, 

And give us up to /icence, unrecall'd, 

Unmark’d s—fee, from behind her fecret ftand, 
The fly informer minutes ev'ry fault, 

And her dread diary with horror fills. 

Not the grofs 44 alone employs her pen ; 

She reconnoitres Fancy’s airy band, 

A watchful foe! the formidable fpy, 

LifVning, @erhears the whifpers of our camp: 
Our dawning purpofes of heart explores, 

And fteals out embryos of iniquity. 

As all-rapacious ufurers conceal 
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Their doomfday-book from all-confuming heirs ; 
‘Thus with indulgence moft fevere, fhe treats 
Us fpendthrifts of ineftimable Tie ; 
Unnoted, notes each moment mifapply’d ; 
In leaves more durable than leaves of brafs, 
Writes our whole hiftory; which Death thall read 
In ev’ry pale delinquent’s private ear: 
And Fudgment publifh ; publifi to more worlds 
Than this; and endlefs age in groans refound. 

N. Tuoucuts, p. 30. 


Quip AGE. 


WHEN men once reach their Autumn, fickly joys 
Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees, 
At ev'ry little breath misfortune blows ; 
Till, left quite naked of their happinefs, 
In the chill blafts of winter they expire. $ 
‘This is the common Jot. 
Brotuers, Vol. Il. p. 22%. 4 1o 
p» 
L 


SELE-LOvVE. 


W HO venerare themfelves, the world defpife. 
For what, gay friend! is this efcutchéon’d world, 
Which hangs out DEATH inone eternal night? 
A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray, 
And wrapsour thought, at banquets, in the fhroud, 
Life’s little ftage is a fmall eminence, j 
Inch-high the grave above; that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude: We gaze around ; 
We read their monuments; we figh ; and while 
We figh, we fink ; and are what we deplor’d 5 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! 

Is death at diftance ? No: He has been on thee; 
And given fure earnelt vi his final blow, 
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Thofe hours that lately {mil’d, where are they now? 
Pallid to thought, and ghattly ! drown’d, all drown’d 
In that great deep, which nothing difembogues ! 
And, dying, they bequeath’d thee fmall renown. 
The reft are on the. wing: How fleet their flight ! 
Already has the fatal train took fire ; 
A moment, and the world’s blown up zo thee; 
The fun is darkneis, and the ftars are duft. 

N. THOUGHTS, p. 33. 


ComMuNION with Past Hours. 


"TIS greatly wife to talk with our paft hours ; 
And afk them, what report they bore to heav’n ; 
And how they might bave borne more welcome 

news, 
Their anfwors form what men Experience call ; 
lf Wifdorn’s friend, her belt; if not, wort foe. 
O reconcile them! Kind Experience cries, 
‘< ‘There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ; 
“ The more our joy, the more we know it vain: 
** And by iuccefs are tutor’d to defpair.” 
Nor és it only thus, but sea? be fo. 
Who knows not this, tho’ grey, is fill a child. 
Loofe then from earth the graip of fond detire, 
Weigh anchor, and fome happier clime explore. 

N. ‘PHouGuts, p. 34. 


C ONS'CIE NCHE, 


GONSCIENCE, what art thou ? Thou tremen- 
dous pow'r ! 

Who dokt inhabit us witheut our leave ; 

And art within ourfelves, ancther felt ; 

A matter felf, that loves to domineer, 

And treat the monarch frankly as the flave. _ 

How dott thou light a torch to diftant deeds? 
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Make the paft, prefent; and the future, frown? 

How, ever and anon, awake the foul, 

As with a peal of thunder, to {trange horrors, 

In this long reftlefs dream, which idiots hug, 

Nay, wife men flatter with the name of life ? 
Brotnexrs, Vol. IL p. 212. 


oe E TFE 


LIFE fpeeds away 

From point to point, tho’ feeming to ftand fill, 

The cunning fugitive is fwift by ftealth: 

Too fubtile is the movement to be feen ; 

Yetfoon man’s hour is up, and we are gone. 

Warmings point out our danger; Gromons, time: 

As thefe are ufelets when the fun is fet: 

So thee, but when more glorious Reafozfhines. 

Reafon fhould judge in all; in reafon’s eye, 

That fedentary fhadow travels hard. 

But fuch our gravitation to the wrong, 

So prone our hearts to whifper what we with, 

Tis later with the wife than he’s aware: 

A®* Wilmington goes flower than the fun: 

And all mankind miltake their time of day; 

Ev’n age itfelf. Freth hopes are hourly fown 

In furrow'd brows. ‘Io gentle life’s defcent 

We {hut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter, for the {pring ; 

And turn our bletlings into bane. Since ott 

Man muk compute that age he cannot fech 

He fcarce believes he’s older for his years. 

Thus, at life’s lateft'eve, we keep in itore 

One difappointment fure, to crown the reft 

The diiappoiatmentof a -promis’d hour. ' 

N. Tuoucuts, p. 35 

* Lord Wilmington. 


L2 


aso" Tit BEAUTIES of YOUNG 


Bahl: TetSyhS' 
MUCH is talked of Blifs; it is the art 
"Of fuch as have the world in their poffeffion, 
‘To give it a good name, that fools may envy: 
For envy to {mall minds is flattery. 
How many lift the head, look gay, and fmile, 
Againft their conituencant ? And this we ence ; 
Yet, knowing, difbelicve ; and try again 
What we have try’d, and flruggle with conviction : 
Each new experience gives the former credit, 
And reverend grey Téreefcore is but a voucher, 
That Thirty told i is true. 
Revence, Vol. II. p. 130. 


TRAT DD SH! P. 


KNow’st thou, Lorenzo! what a friend con- 
tains ? 
As bees mixt Negar draw fromfragant flow’rs, 
‘So men from FRIENDSHIP, Hifdomand Delight ; 
"Twins ty’d by nature, if they part, ithey: die. 
Hak thgu no friend to fet thy mind abroach? 
Good Senfe will ftagnate. Thoughts-fhut up, avant 
air, 
And fpoil, like bales unopen’d tothe fun. 
Vad thought been all, fweet fpeech had been deny’ds 
Speech thought’s canal! fpeecis thought’s criterion 
too! 
Thought inthe mine, may come forth gold, or drofs; 
When coin’d in words, we know its real worth. 
JF fterling, fore it for thy future ufe; 
Twill buy thee benefit; perhaps, renown. 
‘Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more pofleft ; 
Te: aching, we learn ; ind, giving, we retain 
"Phe births of intellect; fio dumh, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our nitelle&ual fire ; 
Speech burnithes our mental magazine: 
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Brightens, for ornament ; and whets, for ufe. 

What numbers, fleath’d in erudition, lic, 

Plung’d to the hilts in venerable tomes, 

And ruftedin; who might have borne an edge, 

And play’d aiprightly beam, if born to fpeech 5° 

Tf born blet heirs of half their mother’s tongue ! 

T'is chongiips exchange, which, like th’ alternate’ 
ul 

Of eth pom dP breaks the learned fcum, 

And defecates the ftudent’s ftanding pool. 


N. THoucats, p. 36. 


Wispom, FRIENDSHIP, JOY, and HAPPINESS: 


WISDOM, tho’ richer than Peruvian mines, 
And fweeter than the fweet ambrofial hive, 
What is fhe, but the means of Happinefs ? 
That unobtain’d, than folly more a fool ; 

A melancholy fool, without her bells. 
Friendfbip, the means of wiidom, richly gives 
The precious end, which makes our wifdom wile, 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, 
Denies, or damps, an undivided joy. 

oy is an import; joy is an oxchanye; 

oy flies monopolifts: It calls for Two; 

Rich fruit! heav’n planted! never pluckt by One.. 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 
To, fecial man true relifh of himfelf. 

Full on ourfelves, defcending ina line, 
Pleafure’s bright beam isfeeble in delight: 
Delight intente, is taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated pleafures fire the breaft. 
Celeitial Happinefs, whene’er the ftoops 

To vilit earth, one thrine the goddefs finds, 
And one alone, to make her {weet amends 
For abfent heav’n—the bofom of a friend; 
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Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft, 
Each other’s pillow to repofe divine. 

Beware the counterfeit : in Paffion’s flame 
Hearts melt, but melt like ice, foon harder froze. 
‘True love frikes root in Reafon; paflion’s foe: 
Virtue alone entenders us for life: 

I wrong her much—entenders us for ever : 

Of Friend/bip’s faireft fruits, the fruit mof fair 
Is Virtue kindling at a rival fire, 

And, emuloufly, rapid in her race. 

O the ioft enmity ! endearing ftrife ! 

‘his carries {riendfhip to her noon-tide point, 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From Friend/bip,which outlives my former themes, 
Glorious furvivor of old Time and Death! 

From Friendfhip, thus, that flow’r of heav’nly feeds, 
The wife extract earth’s moft AHyblean blifs, 
Superior wifdom, crown’d with finiling joy. 

But for whom bloffoms this Elyfian flower? 
Abroad they find, who cherifh it at Home. 
Lorenzo! pardon what my love extorts, 

An honeft Jove, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho’ choice of follies falten on the Great, 
None clings more obflinate, than fancy fond 
That facred friend{hip is their eafy prey ; 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 
Or fafcination of a high-born fmile. 
‘Their files, the Great, and the Coquet, throw out 
For others hearts, tenacious of their own ; 
And we no lefs of ours, when fuch the bait. 
Ye fortune’s cofferers! Ye powers of wealth! 
Can gold gain friendfhip? impudence of hope! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 
Love, and Love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo! pride reprefs; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in Thee. 
All like the purchafe ; few the price will pay ; 
And this makes friends fuch miracles below. 
N. Tuoucurs, p. 33. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


DELIBERATE on all things with thy friend. 

But fince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 

Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core ; 

Firft, on thy friend, delib’rate with Thyfelf ; 

Paufe, ponder, tift; not Eager in the choice, 

Nor Jealous of the chofen ; Fixing, Fix; 

Judge before friendfhip, then confide till death. 

Weill, for thy friend; but nobl.r far for thee ; 

How gallant danger for earth’s higheft prize ! 

A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 

“ Poor is the friendlefs matter of a world: 

“% A world in purchafe for a friend is gain.” 

O! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth, 

And elevating {pirit, of a friend, 

For twenty fummers ripening by my-fide ; 

All feculence of falfhood long thrown down ; 

All focial virtues rifing in his foul 

As cryltal clear ; and fmiling, as they rife! 

Here nectar flows; it fparkles in our fight ; - 

Rich to the talle, and genuine from the heart. 

High-flavour’d blifs tor gods! on earth how rare! 
N. THOUGHTS, p. 40. 


HAP PLN ES S: 


THRICE happy they, who fleep in humble life, 

Beneath the ftorm ambition blows. "Tis meet 

The Great fhould have the fame of happinets, 

The confolation of a little envy, 

*Tis all their pay for thofe fuperior cares, 

Thole pangs of heart, their vailals ne'er can feel. 
Brotuers, Vol. II. p. 213. 
L4 
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Dissat.uTion of a Virtuous Man. 


THE chamber where the good man meets his fate, 
Is privileg’d beyond the common walk 
Of virtuous lite, quite in the verge of heav’n. 
Fly, ye profane! If not, draw near with awe, 
Receive the blefling, and adore the chance, 
That threw in this Bethefda your difeafe ; 
If unreftor’d by This, defpair your cure. 
For, Here refittlefs demonftration dwells ; 
A death-bed’s a detedtor of the heart. 
Here tir’ diffimulation drops her mafque, 
‘Thro’ lifes grimace, that miltrefs of the fcene ! 
flere Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 
You fee the Man; you fee his hold on heav’n ; 
If found his virtue ; as PHILANDER’s, found. 
Heav’n waits not the laft moments owns her friends 
On this fide death; and points them out to men, 
A lecture, filent, but of iov’reign pow’r ! 
To vice, confufion ; and to virtue, peace. 
Whatever farce the boa%ful hero plays, 
Virtue alone has majefly in death ; 
And greater ftill, the more the tyrant frowns. 
N. Tuoucuts, p. 42. 


i "oI “We WE. 


LOVE calls for Love. Not all the pride of beauty 5 
Thole eyes, that tell us what the fun is made of ; 
"Thofe lips, whofe touch is to be bought with life; 
'Thofe hills of driven fnow, which feen are felt; 
All thefe poffeit are nought, but as they are 
The proof, the fubftance of an inward paflion, 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 

Revence, Vol, If. p. rir 
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PLEASURES of MEDITATION. 


gas 


FROM Dreams, where thought in fancy’s mazerua3 


mad, 

To Reafon, that heav’n-lighted lamp in man, 
Once more I wake; and at the deftin’d hour, 
Punétual as lovers to thy moment fworn, 
I keep my affignation with my woe. 

O! Loft to virtue, loft to manly thought, 
Loft to the noble fallies of the foul ! 
Who think it folitude, to ke Alone. 
Communion fweet! communion large and high! 
Our Reafon, Guardian Angels, and our Ged! 
Then neareft Thefe, when Others moft remote ; 
And All, ere Jong, liull be remote, duż Thefe 
How dreadful, Then, to meet them all alone, 
A flranger ! unacknowledg’d unapprov’d ! 
Now woo them; wed them; bind them to 

breatt ; 
To win thy wifh, creation has no more: 
Or if we wifh a urth, itis a Friend 
But friends, how mortal! dang’rovs the defire. 
N. THouGuts, p. 


thy 


47: 


BUEY tA VU- e: 


BEAUTY alone is but of little worth ; 
Bat when the foul and body of a piece, 
Both fhine alike; then they obtain a price, 
And are a fit reward for gailant actions. 


Revence, Vol, II. p. 163. 


Ls 
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PPAS "Ss IONNS. 


WHEN Reafon, like the fkilful charioteer, 

Can oreak the fiery paffions to the bit, 

And, fpite of their licentious fallies, keep 

The radiant track of glory ; paffions, then, 

Are aids and ornaments. Triumphant Reafon, 

Firm in her feat, and fwift in her career, 

Enjoys their violence, and, fmiling, thanks 

Their formidable flame, for high renown. 
Brotuers, Vol. H. p. 251. 


Picture of NARCISSA, DESCRIPTION of Ler 
FUNERAL, anda REFLECTION upon MAN. 


SWEET harmonift! and Beautiful as fweet! 
And Young as beautiful! and Soft as young ! 
And Gay as foft! and innocent as gay ! 
And Happy (if aught Happy ere) as good ! 
For fortune fond had built her neft on high. 
Like birds quite exquifite of note and plume, 
Transfixt by fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the fummit of the grove fhe fell, 
And left it unharmonious! All its charms 
Extinguifht in the wonders of her fong ! 
Her fong fill vibrates in my ravifht ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her!) thrilling thro’ my heart ! 
Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy! this 
grou 
Of bright ideas, flow’rs of paradife, 
As yet unforfeit! in one blaze we bind, 
Kneel, and prefent it to the fkies ; as All 
We guefs of heavn: And shefe were al] her own, 
And fhe was mine; and I was—was/—mok bicit— 
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Gay title of the deepeft mifery ! 
As bodies grow more pond’rous; robb’d of life ; 
Good loft weighs more in grief, than gain’d, in joy. 
Like bloffom’d trees o’erturn’d by vernal korm, 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 
And if in death fill lovely, lovelier There; ; 
Far lovelier ! pity fwells the tide of love. j 
And will not the fevere excufe a figh ? 
Scorn the proud man that is afham'd to weep; 
Our tears indwly’d indeed deferve our fhame. 
Ye that e’cr loft an angel ! pity me. 

Soon as the luftre languifht in her eye, 
Dawning a dimmer day on human fight; 
And on her cheek, the refidence of {pring, 
Pale omen fat; and {catter’d fears around 
On all that faw (and who would ceafe to gaze, 
That once had feen ?) with hatte, parental hatte, 
I flew, I fnatch’d her from the rigid north, 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the fun; the fun 
(As if the fun could envy) checkt his beam, 
Deny'd his wonted fuccour ; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies; faireft lilies, not fo fair! 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrofial lives ; 
In morn and ev’ning dew, your beauties bathe, 
And drink the fun; which gives your cheeks to 

rlow, 

And out-bluth (mine excepted) ev'ry fair: 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 
Which often cropt your odours, incenfe meet 
To thought fo pure! Ye lovely fugitives! 
Coeval race with man! for man you {mile ; 
Why not fmile at him too? You thare indeed 
His fudden pafs; but not his conftant pain. 

So man is made, nought minifters delight, 
By what his glowing patilions can engage ; 
And glowing paflions, bent on ought below, 
Muf, foon or late, with angurfh turn the fcale ; 
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And anguifh, after rapture, how fevere ! 

Rapture? Boldman! who tempts the wrath divine, 

By plucking fruit deny’d to mortal tafle, 

While dere, prefuming on the rights of heav’n. 

For tranfport doit thou call on ev’ry hour, 

Lorenzo? At thy friend’s expence be wife ; 

Lean not on earth; ’twill pierce thee to the heart; 

A broken reed, at beft; but, oft, a fpear; 

On its fharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 
Turn, hopelefs thought! turn from her:—Thought 

repell’d 

Refenting rallies, and wakes every woe. 

Snatch’d ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour! 

And when kind fortune, with thy lover, {mil’d! 

And when high flavour’d thy frefh op’ning joys! 

And when blind man pronounc’d thy blits complete ! 

And on a foreign fhore; where ftrangers wept! 

Strangers to Thee; and, more furpriting Ri, 

Strangers to Kindnefs, wept: ‘Their eyes let fall 

Inhuman tears; ftrange tears! that trickled down 

From marble hearts! obdurate tendernefs ! 

A tenderneis that call’d them more fevere ; 

Tn fpite of nature’s foft perfuaficn, fteel’d ; 

While sature melted, fuperfition rav'd 5 

That mourn’d the dead; and this deny’d a grave. 
‘Their fighs incens’d; fighs foreign to the will! 

Their will the ¢yger fuck’d, outrag’d the florm. 

Yor oh! the curit ungodlinefs of zeal! 

While finful fle/h relented, /pirit nurit 

In blind infaliibility’s embrace, 

‘The fainted fpirit petrify’d the breaft ; 

Deny’d the charity of dukt, to fpread 

O’er duit! a charity their dogs enjoy. 

What could I do? What fuccour? What refource? 

With pious facrilege, a grave I ftole ; 

With impious piety, that grave I wrong’d ; 

Short in my duty ; coward in my griet ! 

More like her murderer, than friend, I crept, 

With foft-fulpended ftep, and mufiled deep 

In midnight darknefs, whifper'd my laft figh, 
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I whifper'd what fhould echo thro’ their realms ; 
Nor writ hername; whofe tombihould picrcethe fkies. 
Prefuinptuous fear! How durft I dread her foes, 
While nature’s loudelt dictates 1 obey’d? 
Pardon neccflity, blekt fhade! Of grief 
And indignation rival burits I pour’d ; 
Half execration mingled with my prayer; 
Kindled at man, while | his God ador’d; 
Sore grudp’d the favage land her facred duft; 
Stampt the curft foil ; and with humanity 
(Deny’d Narcissa) wifht them all a grave. 
Glows my refentment into guilt? What guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 
The dead how facred! Sacred is the duft 
Of this heav’n-labour’d form, ereét, divine! 
This heav’n-aflum'd majeltic robe of earth, 
He deign’d to wear, who hung the vait expanfe 
With azure bright, and cloath’d the fun in gold, 
When ev'ry paflioa fleeps that can otiend ; 
When frikes us evry motive that can melt; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncen:soul d, 
That ftrongelt curb on infult and ill will; 
Then, feleen to duff ? the duft of innocence? 
An angel's dut ?—This Lucifer tranfecnds ; 
When he contended for the patriarch’s bones, 
Twas not the ftrife of malice, but nf pride; 
‘The itrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 
Far lefs than This is thocking in a race 
Mott wretched, but from ftreams of mutual love ; 
And uncreated, but for love divine ; 
And, but for love divine, this moment, Zoff, 
By fate reforb’d, and funk in endlefs night. 
Man hard of heart'to man! Of horrid things 
Mott horrid! ’Mid fupendous, highly trange ! 
Yet ‘oft bis courtefies are finoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandifhes the favours He confers, 
And contumelious his humanity : 
What then is vengeance ? Hear it not, ye ftars! 
And thou, pale moon! turn paler at the found ; 
Man is to man the doreft, fureft ill, 
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A previous blah foretels the rifing torm; 
O’erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; 
Volcanos bellow ere they. difembogue ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour ; 
And fmoke betrays the wide-confuming fire: 
Ruin from man is mof conce.l’d when near, 
And fends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of fancy ? Would it were ! 
Heav’n’s Sovereign faves all beings, but himfelf, 
That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 

N. THOUGHTS, p. 50. 


T EAA OO TSE 


IT is Jealoufy’s peewliar nature 

To fwell {mall things to great; nay, out of nought 
‘To conjure much ; and then to lofe its reafon 

Amid the hideous phantoms it has form’d. 
Revenge, Vol. I. p. 151. 


PAS S FON S 


WHILE pailions glow, the heart, like heated fteel, 
Takes each impreffion, and is work’d at pleafure. 
Busirts, Vol. Il. p. 71. 


C OW AR D S. 


COWARDS in ill, like cowards in the field, 
Are fure to be defeated. To ftrike home, 
In both, is prudence. Guilt, begun, muf fly 


To guilt confummate, to be fafe. 
Brotuers, Vol. I, p. 23a. 
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Dying FRIENDS. 


O UR dying friends come o’er us like a cloud, 

‘To damp our brainlefs ardors ; and abate 

That glare of life, which often blinds the wife. 

Our dying friends are pioneers, to fmooth 

Our rugged pafs to death; to break thofe bars 

Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 

Crofs our obftructed way; and, thus to make 

Welcome, as fafe, our port from ev'ry ftorm. 

Each friend by fate fnatch'd from us, is a plume 

Pluckt fromthe wing of human vanity, 

Which makes us ftoop from our aerial heights, 

And, dampt with omen of our own deceafe, 

On drooping pinions of ambition lower’d, 

Joh fkim earth’s furface, ere we break it up, 

O'er putrid earth to feratch a little duf, 

And fave the world a nuifance. Smitten friends 

Are angels fent on errands full of love; 

For us they languifh, and for us they die: 

And fhallthey languifh, thall they die, in vain? 

Ungrateful, fhall we grieve their hov’ring fhades, 

Which wait the revolution in our hearts? 

Shall we difdain their filent, foft addrefs ; 

‘Their potthumous advice, and pious pray't? 

Senfelefs, as herdsthat graze their hallow’d graves, 

Tread under-foot their agonies and groans ; 

Fruftrate their anguifh, and deftroy their deaths ? 
Lorenz@! no; the thought of death indulge ; 

Give it its wholefome empire! let it reign, 

That kind chaftifer of thy foul in joy! 

Its reign will fpread thy glorious conquefts far, 

And ftill the tumults of thy ruffled break : 

Aufpicious /Era! golden days, begin! 

The thought of death fhall, like a god, infpire. 

N. Tuoucurs, p. 56 
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THanks zo the DEITY. 


BLEST be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My beart at reit, beneath this humble fhed. 

The world’s a ftately bark, on dang’rous deas, 
With pleafure deen, but boarded at our peril ; 
Here, on a fingle plank, thrown fafe athove, 

1 hear the tumult of the diftant throng, 

As chat of deas remote or dying fiorms ; 

And meditate on fcenes, more filent itil! ; 
Purfue my theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 
Here, like a {hepherd gazing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his ftaff, 
Eager ambition’s fiery chace I fee ; 

I fee the circling hunt, of neify men, 

Burtt law’s inclofure, leap the mounds of right, 
Purfuing, and purfu’d, each other’s prey ; 

As wolves, for rapine; as tbe fox, for wiles ; 
Till Death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 


N. Tuoucuts, p. 72 


Pew or) LO RINT SS: 


PASSIONS, if great, tho’ turn’d to their reverfe, 
Keep their degree, and are great pafftons fill. 
And fhe who, when fhe thinks her lover falfe, 
Retains her temper, never loft her heart. 

Brotuers, Vol. II. p. 258, 


Human Lire. 


AH! what is human life? 
How like the dial’s tardy-moving fhade, 
Day after day flides from us unperceiv’d! 


—— 
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The cunning fugitive is fwift by ftealth ; 
‘Too fubtle isthe movement to be feen: 
Yet foon the hour is up—and we are gone. 
Busiris, Vol. If. p. 85, 


M A N. 
MAN! know thyfelf. All wifdom centres there! 


To none man feems ignoble, but to man; 

Angels that grandeur, men o’erlook, admire: 

How long fhall human nature be Their book, 

Degen’rate mortal! and unread by Thee? 

The beam dim reafon fheds fhews wonders There ; 

What high contents! Iluftrious faculties ! 

But the grand comment, which difplays at full 

Our human height, fearce fever’d from divine, 

By heav'n compos’d, was publifh’d on the Cre/s. 
Who looks on ‘hat, and fees not in himfelf 

An awful ftranger, a terreftrial god? 

A glorious partner with the Deity 

In that high attribute, immortal life? 

Ifa God bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm: 

I gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul 

Catches ftrange fire, Eternity! at ‘I hee ; 

And drops the world—or rather, more enjoys: 

How chang’d the face of nature ! how improv'd I 

What feem’d a chaos, fhines a glorious world, 

Or, what a world, an Eden; heightea’d alll 

It is another feene! another felt! 

And Riil another, as time rolls along ; 

And that a /e/f far more illuftrious fill. 

Beyond long ages, yet roll’d up in fhades 

Unpiere’d by bold conje@ture’s keeneht ray, 

What evolutions of furprifing fate ! 

How nature opens, and receives my foul 

In boundle{s walks of raptur’d thought! where gods 

Encounter and embrace me! What new births 
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Of ftrange adventure, foreign to the fun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whate’er exifts, 
Old time, and fair creation, are forgot I 

Ts this extravagant? Of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be juft: 
Conception unconfin’d wants wings to reach him; 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father! kindled at one flame 
The world of rationals : one fptrit pour’d 
From {pirit’s awful fountain ; pour’d Himfelf 
Thro’ all their fouls; but not in equal ftream, 
Profufe, or frugal, of th’ infpiring God, 
As his wife plan demanded ; and when paft 
Their various trials, in their various fpheres, 
Ifthey continue rational, as made, 
Reforbs them all into Himfelf again; 
His throne their centre, and his fmile their crown. 

N. Tuoovcuts, p. 85, 


FEAM T ETOT TIN G 


W HO never lov’'d ne'er fuffer’d ; he feels nothing, 

Who nothing feels but for himfelf alone; 

And when we feel for others, reafon reels, 

O’erloaded, from her path, and man runs mad. 

As love alone can exquifitely blefs, 

Love only feels the marvellous of pain ; 

Opens new veins of torture in the foul, 

And wakes the nerve where agonies are born. 
Brotuers, Vol. Il. p. 290. 


R EI inal G3 I ON: 


RELIGION’sall. Defcending from the fkies 
To wretched man, the goddefs in her left 
Holds out Ai; world, and, in her right, the nest; 
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Religion ! the fole youcher man is man ; 
Supporter fole of man above himfelf ; 

Ev’n in this night of frailty, change, and death, 
She gives the foul a foul that acts a god. 
Religion! Providence! an After {tate ! 

Here is firm footing ; bere is folid rock! 

This can fupport us; allis fea befides + 

Sinks under us ; beftorms, and then devours. 
His hand the good man faftens on the fkies, 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 

As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air; 
Darknefs, and ftench, and fuffocating damps, 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate difcharg'd, 
Climbs fome fair eminence, where Ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Flyfan profpects rile, 

His heart exults, his fpirits calt their load ; 

As ifnew born, he triumphs inthe changes 

So joys the foul, when from inglorious aims, 

And fordid fweets, from feculence and froth 

Of ties terreftrial, fet at large, fhe mounts 

To Reafon’s region, her own element, 

Breathes hopes immortal, and affeéts the fkies. 
Religion! thou the foul of happinefs ; 

And groaning Calvary, of thee! There fhine 

The nobleft truths; shere ftrongeft motives fing ; 

There facred violence affaults the foul ; 

There nothing but compulfon is forborn. 

Can love allure us? or can terror awe? 

He weeps!—the falling drop puts out the fun ; 

He tighs !—the figh earth’s deep foundation fhakes, 

If in his love fo terrible, what then 

His wrath inflam'd ? his tendernefs on fire ? 

Like foft, fmooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 

Can pray'r, can praife avert it?—Thou, my Al}! 

My theme! my infpiration! and my crown! 

My ftrengthin age ! my rife in low eftate ! 

My foul’s ambition! pleafurc! wealth!—my world! 

My light in durknefs! and my life in death! 

My boaft thro’ time! blifs thro’ eternity ! 
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Eternity, too fhort to fpeak thy praife! 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 
To man of men the meaneft, ev'nto me: 
My facrifice ! my God!—what things are thefe! 
N. Tuoucuts, p.88. 


T E AOR! oist 


O JEALOUSY, each other paflion’s calm 
To thee, thou conflagration of the foul! 
Thou king of torments! thou grand counterpoize 
For all the tranfpurts beauty can infpire ! 
Revence, Vol. I. p. 126, 


FAITH and REASON. 


FOND as we are, and juftly fond, of faith, 
Reafon, we grant, demands our firft regard ; 
The mother honour’d, as the daughter dear. 
Reafon the root, fair faith is but the flower ; 
The fading flower fhall die ; but reafon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the fkies. 
When faith is virtue, reafan makes it fo. 
Wrong not the Chriftian ; think not reafon your’s: 
Tis reafon our great Ma;ler holds fo dear ; 
"Tis reafon's injur’d rights His wrath refents ; 
*Tis reafan’s voice obey’d His glories crown ; 
To give loft reafon iife, He pour’d his own: 
Believe, and fhew the reafor of a man; 
Believe, and talte the pleafure of a God ; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb: 
Thro’ rea/on’s wounds alone thy faith can die; 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal fting. 

N. Tuoucuzs, p. 94: 
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M I SETOR TUONE: 


MISFORTUNE ftands with her bow ever bent 
Over the world ; and he who wounds another, 
Directs the goddefs by that part he wounds, 
Where to ftrike deep her arrows in himfelf. 


Brorners, Vol. II. p. 213+ 


Vanity and ADULATION. 


LORENZO! to recriminate is juk. 
Fondnefs for fame is avarice of air. 

J grant the man is vain who writes for praife. 
Praife no man e’er deferv’d, who fought no more. 
As jyitthy fecond charge. 1 grant the mufe 

Has often blufht at her degen’rate fons, 

‘Retain’d by fenfe to plead her filthy caufe ; 

To raile the low, to magnify the mean, 

And fubtilize the grofs into refin’d : | 

As if to magic numbers’ powerful charm 

Twas given, to make civet of their fong 

Obfcene, and fweeten ordure to perfume. 

Wit, a true pagan, deifies the brute, . 

And lifts our fwine-enjoyments from the mire. 
The fact notorious, nor obfcure the caufe. 

We wear the chains of pleafure, and of pride. 

Thefe ihare the man; and thefe diftrac him too ; 

Draw diff’rent ways, andclafh in their commands, 

Pride like an eagle builds among the ftars ; 

But pleafure, lark-like, nelts upon the ground. 

Joys iliar’d by brute-creation, pride refents ; 

Pleafure embraces; Man would brth enjoy, 

And both at once: A point how hard to gain! 

But, what can’t wit, when ftung by frong defire? 
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Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 
Since joys of fenfe can’trife to reafen's tafte ; 
In fubtle /opsifiry’s laborious forge, 
Wit hammers out a reafon new, that itoops 
‘To fordid feenes, and meets them with applaufe, 
Wit calls the graces the chafte zone to loofe ; 
Nor lets than a plump god to fill the bowl: 
A thoufand phantoms, and athoufand fpells, 
A thoufand opiates fcatters, to delude, 
To fafcinate, inebriate, lay afleep, 
And the fool’d mind delightfully confound. 
Thus that which fhock’d the judgment, fhocks no 

more ; 

That which gave pride offence, no more offends, 
Pleafure and pride, by nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal, which in man fhall reign, 
By wits addrets, patch up a fatal peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank, rejin’d to delicate and gay. 
Art, curfed art! wipes off th’ indebted blufh 
From nature’s check, and bronzes ev'ry fhame. 
Man fmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 
And infamy ftands candidate for praife- 

All writ by man in favour of the foul, 
Thefe feafual ethics far, in bulk tranfcend, 
The flow’rs of éloquence, profufely pourd 
O'er {potted vice, Gill half the letter’d world. 
Can pow’'rs of genius exercife their page, 
And coniecrate enormities with fong. 

N. Tuoucurs, p. ror, 


GENEROSITY. 


A GENEROUS foul is not confin’d at home, 
But {preads itfelf abroad o'er all the public, 
And feels for evry member of the land. 

Busrais, Vol. IL p. 74- 
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REFLECTION 97 the WORLD. 


WHAT is this world ?—Thy fchool, O mifery ! 

Our only leffon is to learn to fuffer ; 

And he who knows not that, was born for nothing. 
Revence, Vol. Il. p. 133. 


INGRATITUDE. 


H E that's ungrateful has no guilt but one; 
All other crimes may pafs for virtues in him. 
Busters, Vol. II. p. 28, 


Darkness and SOLITUDE. 


LET Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather’d fopperies, the fun adore : 
Darknefs has more divinity for me; 
It trikes thought inward ; it drives back the foul 
To fettle on herfelf, our point fupreme ! 
There lies our theatre ! there'iits our judge. 
Darknejs the curtain drops o'er life's dull deene ; 
’Tis the kind hand of Providence ftretcht out 
’Twixt man and vanity; ‘tis rea/on’s reign, 
And viriue's too; thefe tutelary thades 
Are man's afylum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good man’s friend, and guardian too ; 
Tt no lefs refcues virtue, than in/pires. 

Virtue, tor ever frail, as fair, below, 
Her tender nature fuffers in the croud, 
Nor touches on the world, without a ftain: 
‘The world’s infectious ; few bring back at eve, 
Immacvlate, the manners of the morn. 
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Something we thought, is blotted; we refolv'd, 
Is fhaken ; we renounc'd, returns again. 
Each falutasion may Mide in a fin 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it ftrange: Light, motion, concourfe, noife, 
All, featter us abroad; thought outward-bound, 
Neglectful of our home affairs, flies off 
In fume and diflipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breaft unguarded to the foe. 
Prefent example gets within our guard, 
And aéts with double force, by few repell’d. 
Ambition fires ambition ; love of gain 
Strikes like a pettilence, from breaft to break ; 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe; 
And inhumanity is caught from man, 
From fmiling man. A flight, a fingle glance, 
And fhot at random, often has brought home 
A-fudden fever, to the throbbing heart, 
Of envy, rancour, or impure defire. 
We fee, we hear, with peril; fafety dwells 
Remote from multitude ; the world’s a {chool 
OF wrong, and what proficients {warm around! 
We muk, or imitate, or difapprove ; 
Mut lift as their accomplices, or foes ; 
That {tains our innocence; this wounds our peace. 
From nature’s birth, hence, wifdom has been fmit 
With fweet recefs, and languifht for the fhade. 
This.facred fhade, and folitude, what is it? 
Tis the felt prefence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone. 
Vice finksin her allurcments, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 
By night an Achett half-believes a God. 
Night is fair virtue’s immemorial friend ; 
The confcious moon, thro’ ev'ry diftant age, 
Has held alamp to wif/dom, and let fall, 
On contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 
The fam'd Athenian, he who woo’d from heav’a 
Philofophy the fair, to dwell with men, 
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And form their manners, not inflame their pride, 

While oe’r his head, as fearful to moleft 

His lab’ring mind, the ftars in filence flide, 

And feem all gazing on their future guelt, 

See him foliciting his ardent fuit 

In private audience : All the live-long night, 

Rigid in thought, and motionlefs, he ftands ș 

Nor quits his theme, or pofture, till the fun 

(Rude drunkard rifing rofy from the main !) 

Dikurbs his nobler intellectual beam, 

And gives him to the tumult of the world. 

Hail, precious moments! {tol’n from the black wake 

Of murder’d time! Aufpicious midnight ! hail! 

‘The world excluded, ev'ry paflion hafid, 

And open’d a calm intercourfe with heav n, 

Here the foul fits in council; ponders pafi, 

Predeitines future action ; fees, notfecls, 

‘Tumultuous life, and reafons with the ftorm ; 

All her lyes anfwers, and téinks down her charms. 
N. Tuoucurs, p. 105. 


REFLECTIONS 72a CHURCH-YARD. 


THE man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy {cenes, 

(Scenes apt to thruft between Us and Ourfelves !) 

Is led by choice to take his fav’rite walk, 

Beneath death’s gloomy, filent cyprefs fhades, 

Unpiere’d by vanity’s fantaftic ray; 

To read his monuments, to weigh his duft, 

Vifit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 

Lorenzo! read with me Narcissa’s ftone ; 

(Narcissa was thy fav’rite) let us read 

Her mora! lone ; few doctors preach fo well 5 

Few orators io tenderly can touch 

The feeling heart. What pathos in the date ! 

Apt words can ftrike: and yet in them we fee 

Faint images of what we, /ere, enjoy. 

What caufe have avesto build on length of life? 
M 
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Tanptations feize, when fear is laidafleep ; 
And il] foreboded is our ftrongelt guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humble fhrine. 
Truth, radiant goddefs! fallies on my foul, 
And put’s delufion's dufky train to flight; 
-Difpels the mifts our fultry paffrons raife, 
Vrora objects low, terreftrial, and objcene; 
And fhews the rea/ eftimate of things; 
Which no man, unathigted, ever faw- 
Pulls off the veil from virtue’s rifing charms 
Detects temptation in a thoufand lyes. 
Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves, 
And all they bleed for, as the fummer’s dutt, 
Driv’n by the whirlwind » Lighted by her beams, 
T widen my horizon, gain new powers, 
‘See things invifible, fecl things remote. 
Am pretent with futurities s°think nought 
Toman fo foreign, asthe joys poffef ; 
Nought fo much his, asthofe beyond the grave, 

No folly keeps its colour in żer fight ; 
Pale worldly wifdom lofes all her charms; 
In pompous promife, from her fchemes profound. 
if future fate fhe plans, “tis all in leaves, 
Like Sédy/, unfubltancial, fleeting blifs! 
Ac the frit blaft it vanifhes in air. 

What grave preferibes the bet ?—A friend’s; 

and yet, 
From a friend’s grave, how foon we difengage ? 
Ewn to the dearett, as his marble, cold. 
Why are friends ravifht from us. Tis to bind, 
By foft afeion’s ties, on human hearts, 
The thought of death, which rean too fupine, 
rmilemploy’d, fo rarely faltens there. 
Nor reaton, nor affe@ion, no, nor both 
Combin’d, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 
Behgld th? inexorable hour at hand! 
Behold, th’ inexorable hour forgot ! 
snd to*forget it, the chief aim of life, 
Tho’ well toponder it, is life's chicf en/. 
N. Trovcurs, p. tir. 
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REFLECTION. 


A SOUL without reflection, ‘like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 
N. THOUGHTS, p. 12i 


INATTENTION to the Vorce of DEATH. 


"TELL me, fome god! my guardian angel! tel), 
What thus infatuates? what inchantment plants 
The phantom of an age ‘twixt us, and death 
Already at the door? He knocks, we hear, 
And yet we wilinot hear. What mail defends 
Our untouch’d hearts? What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from athoufand quivers 
Js daily darted, and is daily fhunn’d? 
We fand, as ina battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us falling ; wounded oft ourfelves ; 
Tho’ bleeding with our wounds, immortal ftill! 
We fee time’s furrows on another’s brow, 
And death intrench’d, preparing his affault ; 
How few themfelves, in that jut mirror fee ! 
Or, feeing, draw their inference as {trong ! 
There death is certain; doubtful Acres He muft, 
And fiers We may, within an age, expire. 
Tho’ grey ourheads, our thoughts and aimsare green 
Like damag’d clocks, whofe hand and bell diffent 5 
Folly ings Six, while ature points at Twelve. 

What folly can beranker? Like our fhadows, 
Our wifhesdengthen, as our fun declines. 
No with fhould loiter, then, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts fhould eave the world, before the knell 
Calls for our carcafes to mend the foil. 
Enough to live in tempeft, die in port ; 
Agethould fly cencourfe, cover in retreat 
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Defests of judgment ; and the wils fubdue ; 

Walk thoughtful on the filent, folemn fhore 

Of that valt ocean it mult fail fo foon ; 

And put good works on board ; and wait the wind 
‘That thorily blows us into worlds unknown, 

If uxconfider'd too, a dreadful {cene ! 

‘All thould be prophets to themfelves ; forefee 
Their future fate ; their future fate foretatte ; 
This art would wake the bitternefs of death. 

The thought of death alone, the fear deltroys. 
A difaffection to that precious thought 
Is wore than midnight darknefs on the foul, 
Which fleeps beneath it, on a precipice, 
Puffd off by the firlt bla, and loft for ever. 
N. THovents, p. 122. 


Prosperity, CONTENT, and AMBITION. 


O How portentous is profperity ! 

How, comet-like, it threatens, while it fhines ! 
Few years but yield us proof of death's ambition, 
To cull his viétims from the faireft fold, 

And fheath his fhafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o’er 
With recent honours, bloom’d with ev’ry blifs, 
Sct up in oftentation, made the gaze, 

The gaudy centre, of the public eye; 

When fortune thus has tofs’d her child in air, 
Snatcht from the covert of an humble fate, 
How often have I feen him dropt at once, 

Our morning’s envy! and our ev’ning’s figh! 
As if her bounties were the fignal giv’n, 

‘The flow'ry wreath to mark the facrifice, 

And call death’s arrows on the deftin’d prey. 
High farlune feems in cruel league with faze. 
Aik vou for what? "To give his war on man 
Che deeper dfead, and more illutrions {poi ; 
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Thus to kcep daring mortals more in awe. 
And burns Loxenzo hill for the fublime 
Of lfe? to hang his airy nefton-high, 
On the flight timber of the topmolt bough, 
Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fail? 
Granting grim death at equal diltance tZere 5 
Yet peace begins juk where ambition ends. 
What makes mao wretched? Happinefs deny ? 
Lorenzo! no: "Vis happinefs. di/lain'd. 
She comes too meanly drett to win our fmile ; 
And calls herfelf Content, a homely name! 
Our flame is franfport, and content our {corn. 
Ambition turns, and fhuts the door again her, 
And weds a foil, a tempeft, in her fteud ; 
A tempefl to warm tranfport near of kin. 
Unknowing whit our mortal fate admits, 
Life's modet joys we ruin, while we raife ; 
And all our ecftafies are wounds to peace ; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth ! 
Of fortune fond ! as thoughtlefs of thy fate ! 
As late I drew death’s picture, to ftir up 
Thy wholeiome fears; now, drawn in contraft, fee 
Gay fortune’s, thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in air, the fportive goddefs hangs, 
Unlocks her cafket, fpreads her glittering ware, 
Anu calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 
Her random bounties o’er the gaping throng. 
All rufh rapacious ; friends ger trodden friends ; 
Sons o'er their fathers, fubjedts o'er their kings, 
Prieits o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
(Still'zzore ador’d) to fnatch the golden fhow’r. 

Gold glitters moft, where virtue fhines no more; 
As ftars from abfent fans have leave to thinc, 
O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkennell’d: from the prifons,. and the fews, 
Pour in, all open in their idol’s praife ; 
All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand, 
And, wide-expanding pa voracious jaws, 
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Morfel on morfel fwailow down unchew’d, 
Untafted, thro’ mad appetite for more ; 
Gorg’d to the throat, yet lean and rav’nous fill. 
Sagacious All, to trace the fmalleft game, 
And bold to feize the greateft. 1f (bleft chance!) 
Court-zephyrs fweetly breathe, theylaunch, they fly, 
Q'er jut, o'er facred, all-forbidden ground, 
Drunk with the burning {cent of place or pow'r, 
Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 

N. THOUGHTS, p, 132 


LYSANDER and ASPASIA. 


LYSANDER, happy paft the common lot, 
Was warn’d of.danger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo’d the fair Aspasta : She was kind: 
In youth, form,. fortune, fame, they both were blef; 
All who knew, envy'd; yet im envy lov’d: 
Can fancy form more finifht happinefs ? 
Fixt was the nuptial hour. Her ftately dome 
Rofe on the founding beach. ‘The glittering fpires 
Float in the wave, and break again{t the fhore : 
So break thofe glitvring fhadows,. human joys. 
The faithlefs morning imil’d: he takes his leaves, 
To re-embrace, in ecitafies, at eve. 
The rifing form forbids. The news arrives :. 
Untold, the faw it in her fervant’s eye. 
She felt it feen (her heart was apt to feel) ; 
And, drown’d, without the furious ocean's aid, 
in fuffocating forrows, flares his tomb. 
Now, round the jumptuous, bridal monument, 
‘The guilty billows innocently roar; 
And the rough failor pafling, drops a tear, 
N. THOUGHTS, p. 135 
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GENIUS connelied with IGNOMINY. 


HEART merit wanting, mount we ne’er fo high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch, when I behold, 
When I behold a genius bright, and bafe, 
Of tow’ring talents, and terreftrial aims : 
Methinks I fee, as thrown from her high fphere, 
‘The glorious fragments of a foul immortal, 
With rubbith mixt, and glittering in the duf. 
Struck atthe dplendid, melancholy fight, 
At once compafion Loft, and envy, rife 
But wherefore envy? Talents angel-bright, 
If wanting worth, are fhining inftruments 
In falfe ambition’s hand, to finifh faults 
Mlutirious, and give infamy renown. 

N. Tuoucarts, p. 150° 


EXALTED STATION. 


WHAT is ftation high? 

"Tis a-proud:mendicant; it boaits, and begs; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 
And oft the throng denies its charity. 
Monarchs and minilters, are aweful names ; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 
Religion, public order, both exac: 

External homage, and adupple knee, 

To beings pompoully fet up, to ferve 

The meanelt flave; all wore is merits due, 
Ver facred and inviolable right: 

Nor ever paid'the monarch, but the man. 
Our hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior worth 3 
Nor even fail of their allegiance there, 
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Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 
And vote the mantle into majelty. 
Let the fmall favage boak his filver fur; 
His royal robe unborrow’d, and unbought, 
His own, defcending fairly from his fires, 
Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 
And fouls in ermin {corn a foul without ? 
Can place or leflon us, or aggrandize? 
Pygmies are pygmies Rill, tho’ percht on Alps: 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 
Fach man makes his own ftature, builds himfelf = 
Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids ¿ 
Her monuments fhall lakt, when Egypt's fall. 
N. THoucuts, p 151. 


AMBITION and FAME. 


AMBITION’s boundlefs appetite out-fpeaks 

The verdict of its bame. When fouls take fire 

At high prefumptions of their own defert, 

One age is poor applaufe; the mighty flout, 

The thunder by the living few began, 

Late time muft echo; worlds unborn, refound. 

We with our names eternally to live: 

Wild dream, which ne’erhad haunted human thought, 

Had not our natures been eternal too. 

Infliz®? points out an intrekt in hereafter ; 

But our blind reafan fees not where it lies ; 

Or, feeing, gives the fubftance for the fhade. 
Fame is the fhade of immortality, 

And in itfelfa fhadow. Soon as caught, 

Contemn’d ; it {hrinks to nothing in the grafp. 

Confult th’ ambitious, ’tis ambition’s cure. 

“ And ts Thisall?” cryd Cæsar at his height, 

Difgufied. This third proof ambition brings 

Of immortality. The firft in fame, 
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Obferve himnear, your envy will abate ; 

Sham’d at the difproportion vak, between 

The paffion, and the purchate, he will figh 
At fuch fuccefs, and bluth at his renown, 

And why ? Becaufe far richer prize invites 

His heart ; far more illuflrions glory calls ; 
It calls in whifpers, yet the deatelt hear. 

N. Txoucurs, p. 187. 


Human Praise. 


Nor abfolutely vain is suman praife, 
When human is fupported by divine. 
Til introduce Lorenzo to Himfelf ; 
Pleafure and pride (bad mafters!) fhare our hearts. 
As love of pleafure is ordain’d to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race ; 
The love of praife is planted to protect, 
And propagate the glories of the mind. 
What is it, but the bwe of praife,.infpircs, 
Matures, refines, embelithes, exalts, 
Earth's happinefs ? From thet, the delicate, 
The grand, the marvellous; of civil life, 
Want and convenience, under-workers, lay 
The bafis, on which bve of glory builds. 
Nor is ¢Ay life, O virtue! lels in debt 
To praife, thy fecret ftimulating friend. 
Were men not proud, what merit fhould we mits ! 
Pride made the virtues of the pagan world. 
Praife is the falt that feafons right to man, 
And whets his'appetite for moral good. 
Thirft of applaufe is virtue’s fecond guard ; 
Reafon, her irt; but reafon wants an aid ; 
Oar private reafon is a flatterer ; 
Thirlt of applaufe calls public judgment in, 
To poife our own, to keep an even {cale, 
And give endanger’d virtue fairer play. 
N. Tuoveurs, p. 188. 
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TOPE, of all paffions, moft befriends us bere x 
Paffions of prouder name befriend us lefs. 
‘Joy has her tears and tranfpcrt has her death: 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho’ ftrong, 
Man’s heart, at once, in/pirits, and ferenes ; 
Nor makes him pay his wifdom for his joys; 
"Lis All, our prefent flate can /afely bear, 
Health to the frame l and vigour tothe mind! 
A joy attemper’d! a chaflis'd delight ! 
Like the fair funmer ev’ning, mild, and fweet ! 
*Tis man’s full cup 3. his paradife below ! 

N. THOUGHTS, p- 224; 


Houman LIFE compared to the OCEAN. 


OCEAN! Thou dreadful and tumultuous home 

Of dangers, at eternal war with man! 

Death's capiial, where moft he domineers,. 

With all his chofen terrors frowning round, 

(Tho lately feafted high at * Albion's cof) 

Wide-op’ning, and loud-roaring Rill for more | 

Too faithfal mirror ! how dolt thou reflec 

‘The melancholy face of human life ! 

‘The {trong refemblance tempts me farther fill ; 

And, haply, Britain may be decper ftruck 

By meral truth, in fuch a mirror foen, 

Which nature holds fur ever at her eye. 
Self-Ratter’d, unexperienc’d, high in hope, 

When young, with fanguine chear, and fireamers 

ay, 
We cut our Lite} launch into the world, 
And fondly dream each wind and ftar our friend 3 


® Acmira) Bal-hen, &e. 
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All in fome darling enterprize embarkt: 

But where is he can fathom its extent ? 

Amid a multitude of artlefg hands, 

Ruin’s fure perquifite ! her lawful prize! 

Some tteer aright ; but the black blaft blows hard, 
And pufts them wide of hope : With hearts of proof, 
Full againft wind, and tide, 2 win their way ; 
And when {trong effort has deferv’d the port, 
And tugg’d it into view, "tis won! ’tis loft! 

‘Cho’ frong their oar, fill hronger is their fate 
‘They frike; and while they triumph, they expire. 
In threfs of weather, mo; Jome fink outright ; 
O’er them, and o'er ciel names, the DIES clef: ; 
‘Yo-morrow knows not they were ever born. 
Others a hort memorial Jeave behind, . 

Likea flag floating, when the bark’s ingulph’d ; 
It floats a moment, andl is feen no more; 

One Cæsar lives ; a thoufand are forgot. 

llow. few, beneath aufpicious planets born, 
(Darlings of Providence ! fond fare’s ele&!) 
With iwelling fails make good the promis port, 
With all their wilhes freig hted ! ! Yet ev'n Thefe, 
Freighted with all their withes, foon complain ; . 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free, 

‘They (till are men ; and when is man secure ? 

As tatal zime, as form ! the ruth of years 

Beats down their ttrength ; their numberlefs efcapes 
Jn ruin ead: And; now, their proud fuceefs 

But plants new terrors on the viétor’s brow: 
What pain to quit'the world, jut made their dwn, 
1H “Sey u fodeeply down’d. and built fo high! 
Jootow they build, who build beneath the tlars. 


Nz THoucts, p. 233. 
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Humirity True GREATNESS, 


DOST thou demand a teft, 

A tel, at once, infallible, and fhort, 

Of real Greatnefs ? That man Greatly lives, 
Whate’er his fate, or frame, who Greatly dies ; 
High-flufh’d with hope, where heroes thall defpair. 
If ¢é/s a true criterion, many courts, 

IJluitrious, might afford but few grandees. 

Th’ Almighty, from his throne, on earth furveys 
Nought Greater, than an honeft, Humble Heart ; 
An Humble Heart, His refidence ! pronounc’d 
His fecond feat; and rival to the fkies. 

The private path, the fecret acts of men, 
If noble, far the nobleft of our lives! 
N. Tuoucnuts, p. 243. 
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PLEASURE’s the miltrefs of ethereal powers ; 
For her contend the rival gods above ; 
Pleafure’s the mittrefs of the world below ; 
And well it was for man, that pleafure charms : 
How would all ftagnate, but for pleafure’s ray ! 
How would the frozen ream of aétion ceafe ! 
What is the pulfe of this fo bufy world? 
‘The love of pleafure : That, thro’ ev’ry vein, 
Throws mation, warmth, and fhuts out death from 
life, 
Tho’ various are the tempers of mankind, 
Pleafure’s gay family hold all in chains: 
Some moft affect the black; and fome, the fair ; 
Some honelt plvafure court ; and fome, obfcene. 
Pleafures ob/cene ate various, as the throng 
Of paffions, that can err in human hearts ; 
Mittake their objets, or tranfgrefs their bounds. 
‘Thiok you there’s but one whoredom ? Whoredom 
l, d 


But when our reafon licenfes delight, 
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Doft doubt, Lorexzo? Thou fhalt doubt no more. 
Thy father chides thy gallantries; yet hugs 
An ugly, common harlot, in the dark; 
A rank adulterer with others goid! 
And that hag v-ugeance, in a corner, charms, 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as love, 
Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 
Whate’er the motive, plea/ure is the mark 7 
For Her, the black affaffin draws his fword: 
For Her, dark flatefmen trim their midnight lamp, 
To which no /imgle facrifice may fall: 
For Her, the daint abftains ; the miter ftarves ; 
The Stoie proud, for plewfure, pleafure fcorn’d ; 
For Her, affiction’s daughters grief indulge, 
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears ; 
For Her, guilt, fhame, toil, danger, we defy ; 
And, with an aim voluptuous, ruth on death. 
‘Thus univerial her defpotic power! 

And as her empire wide, her praife is juft. 
Patron of pleafure ; doater on delight! 
l am thy rival; pleaftire I profeis ; 
Pleafure the purpofe of my gloomy fong. 
Pleafure is nought but virtue’s gayer name : 
I wrong her ftill, I rate her worth too low ; 
Virtue the root, and pleafure is the flower ; 
And honelt Errcures’ foes were fools. 

But this founds harfh, and gives the w./2 offene i 
If o’er-{train’d wifdom Rill retains the name. 
How knits au/flerity her cloudy brow, 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the praife 
Of pleafure, to mankind, unprais’d, too dear! 
Ye modern Stoics / hear my toft reply ; 
Their fenfes men will trut: We can’t impofe , 
Or, if we could, is impofition right? 
Own boney feet ; but, owning, add this fing, 
“ When mixt with poifon, it is deadly too.” 
Truth was never indebted to a lye. 
Js nought but virtue to be prais’d, as good ? 
Why then is health preferr’d before difeafe ? 
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What nature loves is good, without our leave. 
And where no future drawback cries, “Beware” 
Pleafure, tho’ not fronyvirtue, fbould prevail. 
"Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heaven ; 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd ! 
‘Lhe love of pleafure is man’s eldeft-born, 
Born in this cradle, living fo his tomb; 
Wifdom, her younger filter, tho’ more grave, 
Was meant to minifer, and not to mar, 
Yoaperial péeafare, queen. of human hearts. 

N; THOUGHTS, p. 247. 


Wits bp GO M. 


Wispomis the growth of experience : but 
experience is not the growth of action, but of 
reflection on it. In an ative lifelis pwa the fred of 
wildom; but he, who reflects not, never reapse has 
no harveft from it ; but carries the burden of age, 
without the wages of experience; nor/knows himfe!f 
old, but from his infirmities, the parith regitter, and 
the contempt of mankind. And what has age, if it 


has not efteem?—lIt has nothing. 
Lire’s Revixsw, Vol. IV. p. 215. 
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ON piety, humanity is built ; 

And, on humanity, much happinefs ; 

And yet Rill more on piety. itfelf. 

A foul in commerce with her God, is heaven ; 
Feels not the tumults and the fhaocks of life; 
The whirls of paflions, and, the ftrokes of heart. 
A Deity believ’d, is joy begun ; 

A Deity ador’d, ‘Is joy advane’d ; 

A Deity belowd, is joy matur’d. ` 

Each branch of piety delight intpires ; 
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Fai:h builds a bridge from this world to the next, 
Over death’s dark gulph, and all its horror hides ; 
Praife, the fweet exhalation of our joy, 
‘That joy exits, and makes it fweeter [till ; 
Pray’r ardent opens heav’n, lets down a ftream 
Of glory on the cunfecrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Deity. 
Who worfhips the Great God that intant joins 
The frk in heav’n, and fets his foot on hell. 
N. Tuoucuts, p. 251. 


FERVENT PRAYER. 


THERE is atendernels of heart, and a fufceptibi- 
ity of awe, with regard to God, as well as man, ia 
youth, which, in mott, is wanting afterwards. “This 
want is an enemy we muf fight, and fervent prayer, 
that fword of the fpirit, is the belt weapon again{t 
him. He that has never prayed, can never conceive, 
and he that has prayed as he ought, can never i get, 
how much is to be gained by prayer. 

On Preasurez, Vol. IV. p. 209. 


Ear Tuty HAPPINESS. 


No manis happy, till he thinks, on earth 
‘There breathes not'a more happy than himfelf 3 
Then envy dics, and love o’erflows on All; 
And love o’erflowing makes an angel Here. 
Such augels, All, intitled to repofe 

On Him who governs fate: ‘Iho’ tempeft frowns, 
Tho’ nature fhakes, how foft to lean on heaven ! 
To leanon Him, on whoni archangels Jean ! 
With inward eyes, and filent as the grave, 
They kand collecting ev'ry beam of thought, 
"vill their hearts kindle with divine delight ; 

For all their thoughts, like angels, {zsa of old. 
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In IskaeLs dream, come from, and go to, heav’n : 
Hence, m + they ftudioas of fequeftered fcenes ; 
While nue, and diilipation, comfort (hee, 

N. THOUGHTS, p. 258. 


—— en 


qe Sl ie: 


VAIN are all fudden fallies of delight ;. 

Convulfions of a weak, diftempered joy. 

Joy’s a fixt ftate; a tenure, not a ftart. 

Bhis there is none, but waaprecariowe biih 2: 

That is the gem: Sell All, and purchafe That. 

Why go a begging to contingencies; 

Not gain’d with eafe, nor fafely lov’d, if gain’d ? 

At good fortuitous, draw back, and pauie ; 

Sufpeét it; whatthoucanit enfure, enjoy ; 

And nought, but what thou giv’ft thyfelt, is fure. 

Reajon perpetuates joy that reafon gives,. 

And makes it as immortal as herfelf : 

To mortals, nought immortal,. but their worth. 
N. Tuoucuts, p. 259. 


OL Re Tt 


WORTH, confcious worth! fhould atfolutely reign, 

And other joys afk leave for their approach ; 

Nor, unexamin’d, ever leave obtain. 

Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys% 

Wage war, and perifh in inteftine broils ; 

Not the leat promife of internal peace ! 

No bofom comfort! or unborrow’d blifs ! 

Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; all outward-bound, 

Mid fands, and rocks, and ftorms, to cruile for 
pleafure ; 

If gain’d, dear bought; and better mifs’d than 
gaind. 
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Much pain muf expiate, what much pain procur’d. 
Fancy and fenfe, from an infected fhore, 
Thy cargo bring ; and peitilence the prize. 
Then, fuch thy thirft (infatiable thirft ! 
By fond indulgence but inflam’d the more !) 
Fancy Rill cruifes, when poor fenfe is tir’d. 
N. THoucurs, p. 260. 


HAPPINESS and PLEASURE. 


HAPPINESS and ‘Pleafure, as Wifdom and Wit, 
are each other’s friends, or foes; and if foes, of 
focs the wort. Well-chofen pleafure is a branch of 
happinefs: well-judging wit is a flower of wifdom: 
but when thefe petty fubalterns fet up for themfelves, 
and counteract their principals, one makes a greater 
wretch, and the other a grofler fool, than could ex- 
ift without them: Pleafure then calls for our com- 
paffion, and wit for our contempt. . 

On InrtineLITY, Vol. IV. p. 107. 


Picrure of a Goon Man. 


SOME angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 

What nothing lefs than angel can exceed ! 

A man on earth devoted to the fkies ; 

Like {hips in feas, while ia, above the world. 
With afpect mild, and elevated eye, 

Behold him feated on a mount ferene, 

Above the fogs of fenfe, and paffion’s torm ; 

All the black cares, and tumults, of this life, 

Like harmlefs thunders, breaking at his feet, 

Excite his pity, net impair his peace. 

£arth’s genuine fons, the fceptred, and the flave,. 

A mingled mob! a wand’ring herd! he fees,. 
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Bewilderd in the vale; in all unlike! 
His full ceverfe in all! What higher praife? 
What ftronger demonttration of the right? 

The prefent all their care; the future, his 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
They give to fame ; his bounty bë conceals. 
Their virtues varnifh nature; bis exalt. 
Mankind’s efteem they court; and Ae, hts own. 
Theirs the wit chace of fulfe felicities'; 

His, the compos’d poffeffion of the true. 

Alike throughout is Ars confittent peace, 

All of one colour, and an even thread; 

While party-colonr'd threds of happinets, 

With hideous gaps between, patch up tor theas 
A madman’s robe; each puff of fortune blows 
Tie tatters by,.and fhews their nakednefs. 

He fees with other eyes than theirs: Where they 
Behold a fun, he {pies a Deity 
What makes them only fimile, makes Si adore. 
Where they fee mountains, be but atoms {ces ; 

An empire, in his balance, weighs agrain. 

They thingsterreftrial worthip, as divine : 

Flis hopes immortal blow them by, as duft, 

That dims his fight, and fhortens his furvey, 

Which longs, in Infinite, to lofe all bound. 

Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 

He lays afide to find his dignity ; 

No dignity they find in aught betides. 

They triumph in externals (which conceal 

Man’s real glory), proud of an eclip/e. 

Himfelf too much be prizes to be proud, 

And nothing thinks fo’great in man, as man. 

Too dear be holds his intret, to neglect 

Another's welfare, orhis right invade ; 

Their intrekt, likea lion, lives on prey. 

They kindle at the fhadow of a wrong ; 

Wrong be fuftains with temper, looks on heaven, 

Nor ftoops to think his injurer his foe; 

Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his 
peace. 
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A coverd heart their chara@er defends ; 

A cover’d heart denies him half his praife. 

With nakednefs his innocence agrees ! 

While t4ei broad foliage teftifies their fall! 

Their no joys end, where is full feat nee š 

His joys create, Theirs murder, future blifs, 

To triumph in exiftence, 4s alone: 

And Ais alone, triumphantly to think 

His true exiftence is not yet begun. 

His glorious courfe was, yefterday, complete’; 

Death, then, was welcome; yet life flill is tweet. 
. THOUGHTS, p. 263, 


ARREARS Zo the DISTRESSED. 


H OW deep are we in arrears to the diflrefied ?~= 
‘The diltrefled have, from realon, as jut a demand 
on our fuperfluities, as we have, from Jaw, on our 
ftewards for our.eftates. But this is no play debt, and 
therefore, without dithonour, undifcharged. 

On Freasu se, Vol. 1V.p. 142. 


WwW I T. 


WIT, how delicious toman’s dainty tafte ? 
'Tis precious, as the vehicle of /exfe 3 

But, as its fubflicute, a dire dileafe. 

Pernicious, talent ! flatter’d by the world, 

By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare 
Witdom is rare, Lorenzo! Wit abounds ; 
Paffon can give it; fometimes wine infpires 
The lucky flah; and wadnefs rarely fails. 
Whatever caufe the fpirit ftrongly ftirs, 

Confers the bays, zad rivals thy renown. 
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For thy renown, ’twere well, was this the worft, 

Chance often hits it; and, to pique thee more, 

See dulnefs, blund’ring on vivacities, 

Shakes her fage head at the calamity, 

Which has expos’d, and let her down to thee. 

But wifdom, awful wifdom L which infpeéts, 

Difcerns, compares, weighs, feparates, infers, 

Seizes the right, and holds it to the lalt ; 

How rare! In fenates, fynods, fought in vain ; 

Or if there found, ’tis facred to the few; 

While a lewd proftitute to multitudes, 

Frequent, as fatal, wit: In civil life, 

Wit makes an cuterprifer ; fenfe, a man. 

Wit hates authority ; commotion loves, 

And thinks herfelf the lightning of the ftorm. 

In fates, “tis dangerous; in religion, death : 

Shall wit turn Chriftian, when the dull believe ? 

Senfe is our helmet, wit is but the plume; 

‘The plume expofes, tis our helmet faves. 

Senfe isthe dimond, weighty, olid, found ; 

When cut by wit, it calls a brighter beam ; 

Yet, wit apart, it isa diamond ftill. 

Wit, widow’'d of good fenfe, is worfe than nought ; 

It hoifts more fail to run again{t a rock. 

‘Thus, a Half-CnestTerFi£LD is quite a fool ; 

Whom duil tools fcorn, and blefs their want of wit. 
N. Tuouests, p. 268. 


IN MSP oe Gel Mie Ds 


O majeftic Nicur ! 

Nature's great anceftur !. day’s elder-barn ! 

And tated to furvive the teanfient fun ! 

By mortals, and immortals, feen with awe! 

A tlarry crown thy raven brow adorns, 

An azure zone thy wait; clouds, in heav'n’s toom 
Wrought through varieties of thape and fhade, 
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In ample folds of drapery divine, 
'Thy flowing mantle form; and, heav’n throughout, 
Voluminoufly pour thy pompous train. 


N. Tuoucuts, Vol. IV. p. 22. 


Tue CONTRAST. 


MOROSE is funk with fhame, whenc’er furpris'd 
In linen clean, or peruke undifguis d. 

No fublunary chance his veltments fear ; 

Valu’d, like leopards, as their /pots appear. 

A fam’d furtout be wears, which once was blue, 
And his foot fwims in a capacious fhoe : 

One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim !) 
Levell'd her barb’rous zeed/e at his fame : 

But open force was vain ; by night fhe went, 
And, while he flept, furpriz’d the darling rent è 
Where yawn’d the frieze is now become a doubt ; 
And glory, at one entrance, quite fbut out,* 

He fcorns FLorELLO, and FLorRrELLO him; 
This hates the filthy creature ; that, the prim: 
‘Thus, in each other, both thefe fools defpife 
‘Their own dear felves, with undifcerning eyes 5 
Their methods various, but alike their aim ; 

The floven and the fopling are the fame. 
Love of Fame, Vol. I. p. 98. 


* Milton. 


WoRIAS T. 


WHAT though «vit tickles ? tickling is unfafe, 
Tf ftill "tis painful while it makes us laugh. 

Who, forthe poor renown of being /mart, 
Would leave a Ring within a brother’s heart ? 
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Parts may be prais’d, good-natureNs ador’d: 
Thea draw your wit as feldom as your fword ; 
And never on the weak ; or you'll appear 
As there no hero, no great genius /ere- 

As in {mooth oil the razor belt is whet, 
So wit is by politenefs fharpek fet : 
Their want of edge trom their offence is feen ; 
Both pain us eaf when exquifitely keen, 
The fame men give is for the joy they find ; 
Dul! is the jefler, when the joke’s unkind. 
Vol. I. p. 94. 


Love of PRAISE. 
THE Love of Praife, howe’er conceal’d by art, 


Reigns, more or lefs, and glows, in ev’ry heart: 
The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure ; 
The modzf thun it, but to make it fure. 
O'er globes, and fceptres, now on thrones it {wells ; 
Now, trims the midnight lamp in college cells: 
'Tis Tory, Whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in Senates, fqneaks in Mafquerades. 
Here, to S e's humour makes a bold pretence ; 
There, bolder, aims at P—y’s eloquence. 
Xt aids the dancer's heel, the writers head, 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead ; 
Nor ends with /ife ; but nods in fable plumes, 
Adorns our Aearfe, and flatters on our tombs. 

Vol. I. p. 80. 


REFLECTION on DEATH. 


WHERE the prime actors of the /a/? year’s {cence ; 
Their port fo prond, their butkin, and their plume? 
How many fleep, who kept the world awake ? 
With luftre, and with noife ! has death proclaim’d 
A truce, and hung his fated lance on high? 
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*Tis brandifh’d Rill; nor fhall the prefent year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
Or fpread of feeble life.a thinner fall, 

But needlefs monuments to wake the thought å 
Life’s gayef fcenes {peak man’s mortality ; 
Though in a ftyle more florid, full as plain, 
As maufoleums, pyramids, and tombs, 

What are our nobleft ornaments, but deaths 
‘Turn’d flatterers of life, in paint, or marble, 
The well-ftain’d canvas, or the featur’d Rone ? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt the fcene. 
Foy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

‘© Profef diverfions! cannot thefe efcape 7° 
Far from it: Thefe prefent us with a fhroud ; 
And talk of death, hike garlands o'er a grave. 
As fome bold plunderers, for bury’d wealth, 
We ranfack tombs for pa/fime: from the dult 
Call up the fleeping hero; bid him tread 
‘The fcene for our amulement : How like gods 
We fit; and, wrapt in immortality, 

Shed gen’rous tears on wretches born to die; 
Their fate deploring, to forget our own? 

What all the pomps and triumphs of our lives, 
But legacies in bloffom? Our lean foil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, 

From friends interr’d beneath; a rich manure? 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead; 
Like other worms fhall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent frailties, or approaching fate? 

Lorenzo ! fuch the glories of the world! 
What is the world itfelf? Thy world—A grave. 
Where is the duft that has not been alive? 

The fpade, the plough, difturb our anceftors ; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth’s hollow furface fhakes, 
And is the ceiling of her fleeping fons. 

O'er devafiation we blind revels keep ; 

Whole bury’d towns fupport the dancet’s heel. 


N. Tuoucuts, Vol. IV. p. 5- 
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FEMALE CHARACTERS. 


CLARINDA's bofom burns, but burns for Fame: 

And Love lies vanquifh’d in a zobker flame ; 

Warm gleams of hope fhe, now, difpenfes; then, 

Like April luns, dives into clouds agen: 

With all her luftre, zow, her lover warms; 

Then, out of oftentation, hides her charms : 

"Vis, next, her pleafure fweetly to complain, 

And to be taken with a fudden pain ; 

Then, fhe ftarts up, all ecftafy and blifs, 

Andis, fweet foul! juft as fincere in this ! 

O how the rolls her charming eyes in /pigh? ; 

And looks delightfully with all her might! 

But, like our heroes, much more brave than wife, 

She conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 
Zara refembles Ætza crown’d with {nows ; 

Without fhe freezes, and within fhe glows ! 

Twice ere the fun defcends, with zeal infpir’d, 

From the vain converte of the world retir’d, 

She reads the p/alms and chapters of the day, 

In CLEOPATRA, or the laf new play. 

Thus gloomy Zara, with a folemn grace, 

Deceives mankind, and 4idss behind her face. 
Nor far beneath her in renozwz, is fhe, 

Who, through good-breeding, is ill company ; 

Whole manners will not let her larum ceafe, 

Who thinks you are unhappy, when at peace; 

To find you wews, who racks her fubtle head, 

And yvows—that her preat-grandfather is dead. 
A dearth of words a woman nerd not fear 

But 'tisa talk indeed to learn—to hear : 

In that the fkill of converfation lies; 

That /hews, or makes, you both polite and wife. 
Xantipre crics, “ Let nymphs, who nought can 

fay, 

** Be loft in tilence, and refign the day ; 

“ And let the guilty wife her guilt confefs, 

“ By tame behaviour, and a foft addrefs ;” 1 
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Through virtue, fle cefufes to comply 

With all the dictates of humanity ; 

Through wifdom, /he refufes to fubmit 

To wifdom’s rules, and raves to prove her qi? 5 
Then, her unblemifh’d honour to maintain, 
Rejects her hufband’s kindnefs with difdain: 
But if, by chance, an ill-adapted word 

Drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 

Her darling china, in a whirlwind fent, 

Jutt intimates the lady’s difcontent. 

Wine may indeed excite the meekeft dame ; 
But keen Kantirre, {corning Jorrow’d flame, 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, 
O'er cooling gruel, and compofing fea : 

Nor refts by night, but, more fincere than nice, 
She /pakes the curtains with her Aévd advice: 
Doubly, like echo, found is her delight, 

And the /aft word is her eternal right. 

Is’t not enough plagues, wars, and famines, rife 
To lafh our crimes, but muft our wives be wife ? 

Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber’d throng 
OF guilt-avenging ills, to man belong : 

What black, what ceafele/s cares befiege our ftate? 

What ftrokes we feel from fancy, and from fate ? 

If fate forbears us, fancy ftrikes the blow; 

We make misfortune ; fuicides in woe. 

Superfluous aid! unneceffary {kill ! 

Is nature backward to torment, or kill ? 

How oft the zoon, how oft the midnight, bell, 

(That ivon tongue of death!) with folemn knell, 

On flls errands as we vainly roam, 

Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from 
home ? 

Men drop fo falt, ere life’s mid Rage we tread, 

Few know fo many friends alive, as dead. 

Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chace 

We prefs coy fortune with unflacken’d pace ; 

Our ardent labours for the zoys we feck, 

Join night to day, and Sigey to the weck ; 
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‘ur very joys are anxious, and expire 
Between fatiety and fierce defire. 
Now what reward for all this grief and toil? 
But one; a female friend’s endearing fmile ; 
A tender fmile, our forrows’ only balm, 
And, in lifes tempeft, ‘thé fad fatlor’s calm. 
How have I feen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perfuafion in her eye; 
Viétorious tendernefs! it all o’ercame, 
Hufbands look’d mild, and favages grew tame. 
The Sy/van race our active nymphs purfue ; 
Man is not all the game they have in view ; 
In woods and fields their glory they complete; 
There Mujer Berry leaps a five*barr’d gate ; 
White fair Mis Cuarves to toilets is confin’d, 
Nor rafhly tempts the barb’rous fun and wind. 
Some nymphs afe& a more heroic breed, 
And volt from hunters to the manag’d flecd ; 
Command his prancings with a martial air, 
And Foserr has the forming of the Fair. 
More than one teed muft Devta’s empire feel, 
Who fits triumphant o'er the Aying twee! ; 
And as the guides it thro’ th’ admirmg throng, 
With what an air fhe finacks the //éen thong ? 
Graceful as foun, the moderates the reins, 
And whiftles {weet her diuretic rains : 
SesosTris like, fuch chartoteers as thefe 
May drive fix harnefs’d monarchs, if they pleafe : 
‘They drive, row, run, with love of glory fmit, 
Leap, fwim, fhoot fying, and pronounce on wit. 
But one admirer has the painted Jafs ; 
“Nor finds that one, but in her looking glafs : 
Yet Laura’s beautiful to fuch excefs, 
"That all her art fearce makes her pleafe us Afr, 
To deck the female cheek, HE only knows, 
Who paints lefs fair the Z% and the rofe. 
How gay they imile? Such bleffings sature pours. 
'erftock'd mankind enjoy but half ber ores 


Tur BEAUTIES or YOUNG. 26, 


In diftant wilds, by human eyes unfeen, 
She rears her flow’rs, and fpreads her velvet green; 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely defart trace, 
And wafle their mufic on the favage race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her bliis ? 
Repine we guiltlefs ina world like this ? 
But our lewd taltes her lawful charms refufe, 
And painted ar?’s deprav’d allurements chufe. 
Such Fuxvia’s paflion for the town; frefh air 
(An odd effeét !) gives vapours to the fair; 
Green fields, and fhady groves, and cryftal fprings, 
And larks, and nightingales are odious things: 
But fmoke, and duft, and noife, and crowds, de- 
light; 
And to be prefs’d to death, tranfports her quite : 
Where filver riv’lets play through fow’ry meads, 
And woodbines give their fweets, and Himes their 
fhades, 
Black kennels abfent odours fhe regrets, 
And itops her nofe at beds of violets. 
Is ftormy lite preferr’d to the ferene ? 
Or is the public to the private fcene? 
Xetir’d, we tread a fmooth and open way; 
"Through briars and brambles in the world we ftray 3 
Sif oppofition and perplex’d debate, 
And thorny care, and rank and Finging hate, 
Which choak our paflage, our career controul, 
And wound the firmeft temper of our foul. 


Love of Fame, Vol. I. p. 124. 


S O LAT EU DTE: 


O SACRED folitude! divme retreat ! 

Choice of the Prudent ! envy of the Great! 

By thy pure ftream, or in thy waving fhade, 

We court fair wifdom, that celeftial maid : 

The genùine offspring of her lov’d embrace, 

(Strangers on earth !) are Bs and peace » 
2 
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There, from the ways of men laid fafe afhore, 
We {mile to hear the diftant tempeft roar ; 
There, blefs’d with health, with bufinefs unperplex’d, 
This life we relith, and enfure the next; 
There to the Mu/es {port; thefe numbers free, 
Pieriau Easteuxy ! I owe to thec. 

Love of Fame, Vol. I. p. 129. 


FEMALE CHARACTERS. 


MISTAKEN lovers, who make worth their carey 

And think accomplifhments wiil win the fair : 

The fair, ’tis true, by genius fhould be won, 

As flow'rs unfold their beauties to the fun ; 

And yet in female fcales a fop out-weighs, 

And wit mutt wear the willow and the days. 

Nought fhines fo bright in vain Linerta’s eye 

As riot, impudence, and perfidy ; 

The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play’d, 

And kilf’d his man and triumph’d o'er his maid ; 

For him, as yet unhang’d, fhe fpreads her charms, 

Snatches the dear deftroyer to her arms ; 

And amply, gives (though treated long amifs) 

The man of merit his revenge in this. 

If you refent, and with a woman ill, 

But turn her o’er one moment to her will, 
THALESTRISs triumphs in a manly mien; 

Loud is her accent, and her phrafe obfcene. 

In fair and open dealing where’s the fhame? 

What nature dares to give, fhe dares to name. 

‘This hone? fellow is fincere and plain, 

And juftly gives the jealous hufband pain. 

{Vain is the tafk to petticoats affign’d, 

If wanton language fhews a naked mind.) 

And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 

An oath fupplies the vacancies of fenfe. 
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Hark ! the thril] notes tranfpierce the yielding air, 
And teach the neighb’ring echoes how to fwe. 
By Jove, is faint, and for the fimple fwain ; 

She, on the Chriftian Syftem, is prophane. 

But tho’ the volley rattles in your ear, 

Believe her drefs, fhe’s not a grenadier. 

H thunder’s awful, how much more our dread; 
When Jove deputes a lady in his ftead ? 

A lady! pardon my miftaken pen, 

A fhamelefs woman is the worft of men. 


Love of Fame, Vol. I. p. 134. 


Goop BREEDING. 


FEW to good breeding make a juft pretence, 
Gocd-breeding is the bloom of good-fenfe ; 
The lalt refult of an accompli{h’d mind, 

With outward grace, the body's virtue join’d. 
A violated decency now reigns ; 

And nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 
With Chinefe painters modern toaffs agree, 
'Yhe point they aim at is deformity: 

They throw their perfons with a hoyden air 
Acrofs the room, and tof; into the chair. 

So far their commerce with mankind is gone, 
They, for our manners, have exchang’d their own. 
The modeft look, the caftigated grace, 

‘The gentle movement, and flow-meafur’d pace, 
For which her lovers dy'd, her parents pray’d, 
Are indecorums with the modern maid. 

Stiff forms are bad ; but let not worfe intrude 
Nor conquer art and nature, to be rude. 
Modern good-breeding carry to its height, 
And lady D ’sdelf will be polite. 


Love of Fame, Vol. T. p. 136. 
N 3 
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FEMALE CHARACTERS. 


BUT adoration ! give mefomething more, 
Cries Lycr, on the borders of threefcore : 
Nought treads fo filent as the foot of time; 
Hence we miftake our antumn for our prime 3 
Tis greatly wife to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news, that we grow old. 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 

Memento tagri to each public place. 

O how your beating breaft a miftrefs warms, 
Who looks through fpectacles to fee your charms ! 
While rival undertakers hover round, 

And with his fpade the /extoz marks the ground, 
Intent not on her own, but others’ doom, 

She plans new conquefts, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has fummon’d /prites away, 
She walks at noon, and blafts the bloom of day. 
Gay rainbow filks her mellow charms infold, 
And nought of Lyce but be felf is old. 

Her grizzled locks aume a /mirking grace, 
And art has /evell’d her deep furrow’d face. 
Her trange demand no mortal can approve, 
We'll afk ber blefing, but can’t afk her Jove, 

She grants, indeed, a lady may decline 

(All ladies but herfelf) at ninety-nine, 

O how unlike her is the facred age 

Of prudent Portia? Her grey hairs engage ; 
Whofe thoughts are fuited to her life’s decline : 
Virtue’s the paint that can with wrinkles fhine. 
That, and that only, can old age fuftain ; 
Which yet all wifh, nor know they with for pain. 
Not num’rous are our joys, when life is new; 
And yearly fome are falling of the few ; 

But when we conquer life’s meridian flage, 

And downward tend into the vale of age, 


Tue BEAUTIES or YOUNG. 277 


They drop apace ; by nature fome decay, 
And fome the blalts of fortune iweep away y 
Till naked quite of happinefs, aloud 
We call for death, and fbelter in a fhroud: 
Where’s Portia now ?—But Portia left behind 
Two lovely copies of her form and mind: 
What.heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 
Like blufhing rofe buds dipp’d in morning dew? 
Who into fhelter takes their tender bloom, 
And forms their minds to fiee from ills to come? 
The mind, when turn’d adrift, no rules to guide, 
Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide ; 
Fancy and pajhcn tofs it to and fro ; 
Awhile torment, andthen quite Ant inwoe. 
Ye beauteous orphans, fince in filent dutt 
Your bett example lies, my precepts trutt: 
Life fwarms with ills; the Go/de? are afraid: 
Where themis fafety for a-render maid ? 
Unfit for conflict, round befet with woes, 
And san, whom leatt fhe fears, her worlt ot foes F. 
When kind, moft cruel; when oblig'd the moft, 
The leaft obliging ; and by favours loft. 
Crue} by nature, they for kindnefs hate ; 
And fcorn you for thofe ills ¢hem/elves create. 
If on your fame our fexa blot has thrown, 
*T will ever ftick, through malice of your own, 
Moft hard! in pleaGing your chief glory lies ; 
And yet from pleating your chief dangers rife : 
‘Then pleafe the Bef ; and know, for men of fenfe, 
Your ftrongeft charms are native innocence: 
Art on the mind, like paint upon the face, 
Fright him that’s worth your love, from your em-- 
brace. 
In fimp'e manners all the fecret lies ; 
Be kind and virtuous, you'll be ble& and wife., 
Vain bew and mife intoxicate the brain, 
Begin with giddinefs, and end in pain. 
Affect not empty fame, and idle praife, 
Which, all thofe wretches I defcribe, betrays. 
N 4 
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Your fex’s glory tis, to fhine unkzown ; 

Of all applauie, be fondelt of your own. 

Beware the fever of the mind J that thirft 

With which the age is eminently curtt: 

"Yo drink of pleafure, but inflames defire ; 

And abftinence.alone can quench the fire; 

Take pain from life, and ¢error from the tomb ¢ 
Give peace iu kand; and promife blifs to came. 


Love of Fame, Vol. I. p, 137- 


The Day of JUDGMENT. 


LO! the wide theatre, whofe ample {pace 
Muft entertain the whole of human race, 

At heay’n’s all-pow’rful edict is prepar’d, 

And tenc’d around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o’erflow: 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below: 

And ev’ry age, and nation, pours along ; 
Nrmrop and Bourzon mingle in the throng ; 
Anam falutes his youngeit fon; no fign 

Of all thofe ages, which their births disjoin. 

How cwpty learning, and how vain is art, 

But as it mends the life, and guides the heart ; 

What volumes have been {iwell’d, what time been 
{pent, 

To fix a hero’s birth day, or defcent ? 

What joy mutt it now yield, what rapture raife, 

To fee the glorious race of antient days? 

'To greet thofe worthies, who perhaps have flood 

Iultrious on record before the flood ? 

Alas! a nearer care your foul demands, 

Cæsar un-noted in your prefence ftands. 

How vah the concourfe ! not in number more,. 
The waves that break on the refounding fhore; 
he leaves that tremble in the fhady grove, 

‘Lhe lamps that gild the fpangled vaults abave;, 
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Thofe overwhelming armies, whofe command 
Said to one empire, Fail; another Stand: 
Whofe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking dawn 
Rouz’d the broad front, and call’d the battle on; 
Great Xerxes’ world in arms, proud Cannes field, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield, 
(Another blow had broke the fates decree, 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Inmortal Blenheim, fam’d Ramillia’s hot, 
They All are here, and here they All arë loft: 
Their millions {well to be difcern’d in vain, 
Loft as a billow ia th’ unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 
For judgment, Judgment, fons of men, prepare ! 

Earth ihakes anew; I hear her groans profound ;' 
And hell through all her trembling realins refound, 
Whoe’er thou art, thou greatett pow’r of earth, 

Blet with mok equal planets at thy birth; 

Whofe valour drew the mof fuccelstul fword, 

Moft realms united in one common lord; 

Who, on the day of triumph, faidft, Be thine 

The fhies, Je novam, all this world is mine: 

Dare not to lift thine eye—Alas! my mufe, 

How art thou loft? what numbers cantt thou chufe ? 
A Sudden blufh infames the waving fky, 

And now the crimfon curtains open Hy; 

Lo! far within, and far above all height, 

Where heav’n’s great fov’reign reigns in worlds’of 

licht, 

Whence nature He informs, and with one ray 

Shot from his eye, does all her works furvey, 

Creates, fupports, confounds ! Where timeand place, 

Matter, and form, and fortune, life, and grace, 

Wait humble at the footftool of their God, 

And move obedient at his awful nod ; 

Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets craw] 

At random on this air-fulpended ball 

(Speck of creation): if he pour one breath, 

‘The bubble breaks, and ’tis eternal deaths 


N5 


274 Tue BEAUTIES or YOUNG. 


Thence iffuing I behold (but mortal fight 
Sultains not fuch a rufhing fea of light !) 
Ifee, on an empyreal flying throne 
Sublimely rais’d, Heav’n’s everlatting Son ; 
Crown’d with that majefty, which form’d the world, 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl d. 
Virtue, dominion, praife, omnipotence, 
Support the train of their triumphant prince. 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
Night fhades the folemn arches of his brows 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows, 
Where’er ferene, he turns propitious eyes, 
Or we expett, or find, a paradife : 
But if refentment reddens their mild beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the world’s in flames. 
On one hand, knowledge {hines in purett light ; 
On one, the fword of yuffice, fiercely bright. 
Noru bend the knee in fport, prefent the reed ; 
Now tell the feourg’d Impottor he fhall bleed! 
Thus glorious thro’ the courts of heav'n, the 
fource 
Of life and death eternal bends his courfe ; 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play ; 
Th’ angelic hoft is rang'd in bright array : 
Some touch the ftring. fome ftrike the founding fhell, 
And mingling voices in rich concert {well ; 
Voices feraphic ; biet with fuch a ftrain, 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 
Triumphant King of Groxy! Soul of Blifs ! 
What a flupendous turn of fate is this ? 
O! whither art thou rais’d above the feorn 
And indigence of sim in Bethlem born; 
A needJefs, helplefs, unaccounted, guek, 
And but a fecond to the fodder’d beaft? 
How chang’d from bim, who meekly proftrate laid, 
Vouchfaf'd to wafh the feet himfelf had made? 
From żin who was betray’d, forfook, deny’d, 
Wept, languifl’d, pray’d, bled, thirfted, groan‘d, 
aud dy’d; 
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Hung pierc’d and bare, infulted by the foe, 
All heav’n in tears above, earth unconcern’d below! 

And was’t enough te bid the Sun retire? 

Why did not’ Nature at thy groan expire? 
I fee, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine; 
The world is vanith’d,—I am wholly thine. 

Miltaken Carapuas! Ah! which blafphem’d ; 
Thou or thy Prisner! which fhall be condemn’d? 
Well mighv’it thou rend thy garments, well exclaim; 
Decp are the horrors of eternal fame ! 

But God is good! "Tis wond’rous all! Ev’n He 
Thou gav'tl to death, fhame, torture, dy’d for Thee! 

Now the defcending triumph ftops its flight 
From earth full twice a planetary height. 

‘There all the clouds condens’d, two columns raife 
Dikine with orient veins, and golden blaze. 

One fix’d on earth, and one in fea, and round 

Its ample foot the fwelling billows found. 

Thefe an immeafurable arch fupport, 

The grand tribunal of this awful court, 

Sheets of bright azure, from the purek fky. 

Stream from the cryftalarch, and round the columns 


y. 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the bafis lies, 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthron’d th’ eternal Judge is plac’d, 
With all the grandeur of his Godhead grac’d, 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order mect, 

And the fun burns beneath his awful fect, 

Now an archangel eminently bright, 

From off his filver ftaff of wond’rous height, 
Unfurls the Chrifian flag, which waving flies, 
And thuts and opens more than half the fkies : 
The Crofs fo firong a red, it fheds a fain, 
Where'er it floats, on earth, and air, and main; 
Flufhes the hill, and fets on fire the wood, 

And turns the deep-dy’d ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable Giory! dreadful bright ! 
Refulgent torture to the guilty fight, 

Ah turn, unwary mufe, nor dare reveal 
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What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not, (to make the Sux fhrink in his beam) 
Dare not affirm, they with it alla dream; 
With, or their fouls may with their limbs decay. 
Or Gow be fpoil’d of his eternal fway. 
But rather, ifthou know’lt the means, unfold 
How they with tranfport might the fcene behold: 
Ah how! but by Repentance, by a mind 
Quick, and fevere its own offence to find? 
By tears, and groans, and never-ceafing care, 
And all the pious violence ¢fipray’r? 
‘Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
Tcalt my heart before th’ eternal throne, 
In this great temple, which the fkies furrovnd, 
For homage to its Lord, a narrow bound. 
“ O Thou! whofe balance does the mountains, 
weigh, 
“u Whofe will the wild tumultuous feas obey, 
« Whofe breathean turnthofe watry worlds to flame), 
*¢ That flame to tempelt and that tempeft tame; 
« Farth’s meaneft fon, all trembling, proftrate falls, 
“ And on the boundlefs of thy goodnefs-calls. 
“« Oh?! give the winds all palt offence tofweep, 
s To fcatter wide, or bury in the deep: 
“Thy pow’r, my weaknefs, may I ever fee, 
“* And wholly dedicate my foul to thee: 
“ Reign o'er my will; my paflions ebb and flow 
“© Atthy command, nor human motive know! 
“ tfanger boil, let anger be my praife, 
“ And fim the graceful indignation raile. 
ir ny love be warm to fuccour the diftrefs’d, 
“ And liftthe burden from the foul opprefs’d.. 
“ Oh may my underftanding ever read 
“ This glorious volume, which thy witdom made ! 
“ Who decks the maiden Spring with flow’ry aki 
“ Who calls forth Summer, like a fparkling bride? 
*© Who joys the mother Autumn’s bed to crown: 
*' And bids old Winter lay her honours down: 
* Not the Great Orroman, or Greater Czar, 
“ Not Europe’s arbitrefs of peace.and war, 
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May fea and land, and earth and heav’n be join’d, 

To bring th’ eternal Author to my mind ? 

When oceans roar, or awful thunders rolf, 

May thoughts of Thy dread vengeance fhake my 
foul! 

When earth’sin bloom, or planets proudly fhine, 

Adore, my heart, the Mayestry Divine F 

“ Thro’ ev'ry fcene of life, or peace, or war, 

Plenty, or want, Thy glory by my care! 

Shine we in arms? or fing beneath our vine? 

Thine is the vintage, and the conquelt Thine: 

Thy pleafure points the fhaft, aad bends the bow » 

The clufter blaits, or bids it brightly glow: 

“Fis thou that lead’ft our pow’rful armies forth, 

And givit Great Anns 7éy.fceptre oer the north. 

“ Grant I may ever, atthe Morning-Ray, 

Open with Pray’r the confecrated day ; 

Tune Thy great praife,.2nd bid my foul arife, 

And with the mounting fun afcend the fkies ; 

As that advances, let my zeal improve, 

And glow with ardour of confummate love ; 

Nor ceafe at eve, but with the Setting Sun 

My endlefs worthip fhall be fill begun. 

“ And, oh! permit the gloom of folemn night 

To facred thought may forcibly invite. 

When this world’s fhut, and awful planets rife, 

Call on our minds, and’railfe them to the fkics; 

Compofe our fouls with a lefs dazzling light, 

And thew all nature in a milder light ; 

How every boilterous thought in calms fubfides ! 

How the {moots’d ipirit into goodnefs glides ! 

O how divine! to tread the milky way, 

‘To the bright palace of the Lord of day ; 

His court admire, or for his favour fue, 

Or leagues of friendthip with his faints renew 3# 

Pleas’d to look down, and fee the World afleep; 

While 1 long vigils to its Rounder keep ! 

“ Can’ft Thou not fhake the centre? Oh controul, 

Subdue by force, the rebel in my foul 
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“ Thou, who can’ft Rill the raging of the flood, 
të Reitrain the various tumults of my blood; 
“ Teach me, with equal firmnefs, to fuftain 
* Alluring pleafure, and ailaulting pain. 
“ O may I pant for Thee in each detire f- 
“ And with ftrong faith foment the holy fire ! 
“ Stretch out my foul in hope, and'grafp the prize, 
& Which in Eéernity’s deep bofom lies ! 
“ At the Great Day of recompence behold, 
& Devoid of fear, the fatal Book unfold ! 
“ Then wafted upward to the blifsful feat, 
* From age to age, my grateful fong repeat ; 
“& My Light, my Life, my Gop, my Saviour fee, 
“ And rival angels in the praile of THee.” 
Vols. yp. «217. 


PEL- EF Av SARIE. 


PLEASURE isin fome fort more pernicious than 
dire& vice. Vice has, naturally,. fome horror in 
it. It ftartles, and alarms the con{cience, and puts-us 
on our guard. Pleafure, under the colour of being 
harmlefs, has an opiate in it; it ftupefies and befots. 
In the foft lap of pleafure contcience falls afleep. Vice, 
Jofing its horror, becomes familiar. And as vice in- 
creafes, fome expedient becomes neceflary to reconcile 
us to ourfelves. ‘Thus, looking out for fome fhadow 
of excufe, we naturally flide into groundlefs doubts, 
and become infidels out of pure felf-defence. 

And, as pleaiure makes us infidels, by ftupefying 
the conicience ; fo it makes us very bad hufbands of 
temporal enjoyments, by darkening our underftand- 
ings; and this unqualifies us for the very point to 
which a/one we pretend. 

Itis this cloudon their underitanding which hinders 
our voluptuaries from difcerning, that theirblind rage 
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for pleafure turns bleflings into their reverfe. Birth, 
education, and abundance, are great bleflings ; but, 
abufed by pleafure into motives and inftruments of in- 
dulgence, birth is more ignoble than obicurity ; 
knowledge is more pernicious than ignorance; and 
abundance more a misfortune than want. Men of 
rank (and of iuch I fpeak) if wrong, can fcarce avoid 
finning beyond themielves. How peftilential their ex- 
ample falls on the lower world, which, under the wel- 
come force of fuch illuftrious authority, turn diffolute, 
as much for the fake of their credit and fortune, as of 
their luts; pride, and iatereft, bringing needlefs fuc- 
cour to loote defire ; and Tyburn has fometimes reap- 
ed, what aflemblies have fown. Great men in the 
wrong, are powerful engines of mifchief, and, like 
buriting bombs, deftroy themfelves, and all around 
them. 

On Przasure, Vol. IV. p. 137. 


Mole JOP OF JERS CIE- 


Wow hard for real worth to gain its price ? 

A man fhall make his fortune in a trice, 

If bleft with pliant, tho’ but flender, fenfe, 

Feign’d modetly, and real impudence ; 

A fupple knee, fmooth tongue, an eafy grace, 

A curie within, a {mile upon his face ; 

A b-auteous fifter, or convenient wife, 

Are prizes in the lottery of life; 

Genius and virtue they will foon defert, 

And lodge you in the bofom of the great. 

To merit, is but to provide a pain 

For men’s refufing what you ought to gain. 
Love of Fame, Vol. J. p. 108, 
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PLEASURES of a GARDEN. 


AX Garden has ever had the praife,, and affecticny 
of the wife. What is requifite to make a wile, 
and happy man, but reflection, and peace? and both 
are the natural growth of agardens Nor is agarden 
only a promoter of a good man’s happinefs, but a pic- 
ture of it; and, in fome fort, thews him to himielf. 
Its culture, order, fruitfulnefs, and feclufion from the 
world, compared to the weeds, wildnefs, and.expofure 
of a common field, is no bad emblem of a good man, 
compared to the multitude. A garden weeds the mindy 
it weeds it of worldly thoughts » and fows celeitial feed 
intheiritead. For whatfee wethere, but what awakens 
in us our gratitude to heaven? A garden to the vir- 
tuous is a paradife ftill extant; a paradife unlolt. 
What a rich prefent from heaven of {weet incenfe to 
man was wafted in that breeze? What a delightful en- 
tertainment of fight glows on.yonder bed, as if in kind- 
ly fhowers the watry bow had thed all its moft celettial 
colours on it? Here are no objects that fire the 
paffions ! None that do not inftruét the underitanding, 
and better the heart, while they delight the fenfe,; but 
not the fenfe of thefe men. To them the tulip has no 
colours ; the rofe no f{cent: Their palate for Pleafure 
is fo deadened, and burnt out, by the violent troke of 
higher taltes, as leaves no fenfibility for the fofter im- 
prefiions of thefe; much lefs for the relifh of thofe 
philofophic, ormoral, fentiments, which the verdant 
walk, clear ttream, embowering fhade, pendant fruit, 
or rifing flower,thofe fpeechlefs,not powerlefs, orators, 
ever praifing their great Author, infpire: Much lefs 
ftill for their religious infpirations. Who cannot look 
on a flower till he frightens himfelf out of infidelity ? 
Religion is the natural growth of the works of God; 
and iifidelity, of the inventions of men, 


On Puzasure, Vol. IV. p. 144. 
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PAF ATE LETT sel NS mrt 


CELESTIAL Patience ! how doft thou defeat 
The foe’s proud menace, and elude his hate ? 
While Pufion takes his part, betrays our peace ; 
“To death and torture {wells cach flight difyrace ; 
By not oppofing, thou doft ills deftroy, 
And wear thy conquer’d forrows into joy. 
Force of Renicion, Vol. I. p. 58, 


: 


FEMALE CHARACTERS. 


A SPASIA’s highly born, and nicely bred,, 

Of tafte refin’d, tn life and manners read ; 

Yet reaps no fruit from her fuperior fenfe, 

But to be feaz’d by her own excellence. 

“ Folks are fo aukward ! Things fo unpolite !” 

She’s elegantly pain’d from morn till night. 

Her delicacy’s fhock’d where’er fhe goes : 

Each creature's imperfections are her woes. 

Heav’n by its favour has the fair diftreft, 

And pour'd fuch blefings—that fhe can’t be blent. - 
Ah ! why fo vain, though blooming in thy fpring, 

Thos Joining, frail, ador’d, and wretched thing ? 

Old-age will come ; difeafe may come before ; 

Fifteen is full as mortal as threefcore. 

Thy fortune, and thy charms, may foon decay : 

But grant thefe fugitives prolong their ftay, 

Their bafis totters, their foundation fhakes : 

Life, that fupports them, in a moment breaks ; 

Then wrought into the foul let virtues fhine ; 

The ground eternal, as the work divine. 
Juxra’sa manager, fhe’s born for rule ; 


Aud knows her w/fr hufband is a feol; 
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Affemblies holds, and fpins the /ubtle thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one’s hed: 
For dificult amours can fmooth the way, 
And tender letters di@ate, or convey. 
But if depriv’d of fuch important cares, 
Her wifdom condefcends to lefs affairs. 
For her own breakfatt flie’Ihprofed a fcheme, 
Nor tage her tea without a firatagem ; 
Prefides o'er trifles with a ferious face; 
important, by the virtue of grimace. 

Go breakfalt with Atrcia, there you'll fee, 
Simplex mundiliis, tothe laft degree: 
Unlac’d her {tays, her night-drefs is unty’d, 
And what fhe has of head-drefs is. afide. 
She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace : 
Unwath’d her hands, and much befnuff’d her face. 
A nailuncut, and head uncomb’d, fhe loves; 
And would draw on jack-boots, as foon as gloves. 
Gloves by queen Bess’s maidens might be milt ; 
Her bleffed eyes ne er faw a female fif. 
Lovers, beware! to wound how can fhe fail 
With fearlet finger, «wad leng jetty nail? 
For H=—yvy the firt wit the cannot be, 
Nor, cruel R c, tae frit tou/f?. for thee. 
Since full each other tauon of rezeren, 
Who would not be the greate.t trapes in town ? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight ; 
A female floven is an odious fight. 

Fair IsaBELLA is fo fond of fame, 
That her dear felf is her eternal theme ; 
Through hopes of contradiation, oft fhe’ll fay, 
“ Methinks 1 look fo wretchedly to-day !” 
When mof the world applauds you,. molt beware ;. 
’Tis often lefs a blefing than a nare. 
Diflruk mankind : with your own beart confer ; 
And dread even there to find a flatterer. 
The breath of others raifes our renown ; 
Our own as furely blows the pageant down, 
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Take up no more than you by worth can claim, 
Left foon. you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 
Ladies there are who think one crime is all : 

Can women, then, no way but backward fall? 

So tweet is that one crime they dan’t purfue, 

‘To pay its lofs, they think a// others few. 

Who hold that crime fo dear, muft never claim 

Of injur’d modefly the facred name. 

But Crro thus : “ What! railing without end? 
“ Mean tafk! how much more gen’rous to com-- 
“ mend ?” 

Yes, to commend as yow are wont to da, 

My kind infrudor, and example too. 

“ Daruniss,” fays Crio, “ has a charming eyes. 

“< What pity ’tis her fhoulder is awry ! 

“ Aspastia’s fhape indeed—But then her air— 

“ The man has parts who finds deftru@ion there.. 

 Aumerta’s wit has fomething that’s divine ; 

“ And wits enough—how few in all things fhine. 

“ Sexvina ferves her friends, relieves the poor— 

“ Who was it faid Sevina’s near threefcore ? 

“ At Lucta’s match I.from my foul rejoice 3 

“ The world congratulates fo wile a choio 

“ His lordfhip’s rent-roll is exceeding grea 

“ But mortgages will fap the belt eftate. 

“ In SnerLey s form might cherubims appear ; 

“ But then— the hasa freckle on her ear.” 

Without a éut, HorTENSIa the commends,. 

The firt of women, and the belt of friends ; 

Owns herin perfon, wit, fame, virtue bright: 

But how comes this to pafs >—-- She dy’d lat night. 
Love of Fame, Vol. I. p. 146, 


Pel, EAL So 1, Ro 


WHAT an extravagant dominion does pleafun 
exercife over us? It is not only the peftilence that 
walkethin darknefs ;. but an arrow that deftroyeth 
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at noon-day. The moon hides her face at our mid- 
night enormities ; and the morning blufhes on our 
unfinifhed bebauch. Iam ahnoft tempted to fay, 
that our impudent folly puts nature out of counte- 
nance. Butthereis no need by words to exagge- 
rate the fatal truth. Our luxury is beyond example, 
and beyond bounds ; it ftops not at the poor: even 
they that live on alms are infected with it. 

It has often been obferved, that it is with Rates, 
as with men. They have their birth, growth,. 
health, diftemper, decay, and death. Men fome- 
times drop fuddenly by an apoplexy ; fates, by con- 
queft; in full vigour beth. As man owes his mor- 
tality to original fin; fome ftates owe their fall to 
{ome defe&, or infelicity, in their original confticuti- 
on. But contracted diftemper is the moft common 
ruin of ftates, and men. And what national diltem- 
per more mortal than our own? On the foft beds of 
luxury moft kingdoms have expired. 

On Preasure, Voi. IV. p. 134. 


ADVICE ¢#o AUTHORS. 


PT 1S harder far to pleafe than give offence ; 

The leat mifconduct damns the brighteft fenfe ; 

Each fhallow pate, that cannot read your namne, 

Can read your hfe, and willbe proud to blame. 

Flagitions manners make impreflions deep 

On thofe, that o’er a page of Milton fleep : 

Nor in their dulnefs think to fave your fhame, 

True, thefe are fools ; but wife men fay the fame, 
Wits are a defpicable race of men, 

If they confine their talents to the pen ; 

When the man fhocks us, while the writer fhines, 

Our fcorn in life, our envy in his lines. 

Yet, proud of parts, with prudence fome difpentfe, 

And play the fool, becaufe they're men of fente. 
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What inftances bleed recent in each thought, 
Of inen to ruin by their genius brought? 
Againft their wills what numbers ruin fhun, 
Purely through want of wit to be undone ? 
Nature has fhewn, by making it fo rare, 

That wit's a jewel which we need not wear. 
Of plain found Enf life's current coin is made 3 
With that we drive the mof fubftantial trade. 

Prudence proteéts and guides us; wit betrays; 

A fplendid fource of ill ten thoufand ways ; 

A certain {nare to miferies immenfe ; 

A gay prerogative from common fenfe ; 

Unilefs trong Judgment that wild thing can tame, 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 

But grant your judgment equal to the beft, 
Senfe fills your head, and genins fires your breat; 
Yet itill forbear: your wit (confider well) 

*Tis great to fhew, but greater to conceal; 
As it is great to feize the golden prize 
Of place or pow’r; but greater to defpife. 

If till you langutfh for an author’s name, 

‘Think private merit lefs than public fame, 
And fancy not to write is not to live; 
Deferve, and take, the great prerogative. 
But ponder what it is: how dear ’twill cof, 
To write one page which you may juftly boat. 
Senfe may be good, yet not deferve the prefs; 
Who write an awful charaéter profefs ; 

The world as pupil of their wifdom claim, 
And for thejr ftipend an immortal fame: 
Nothing but what is folid or refin’d, 

Should dare afk public audience of mankind. 

Severely weigh your learning and your wit: 
Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ : 

No writer, fam’d in your own way, pafs o'er; 
Much truft example, but reflection more: 

More had the ancients writ, they more had taught ; 
Which thews fome work is left for modern thought. 
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This weigh'd, perfe&tion know; and, known, 
adore: 
Toil, burn:for that.; but do not aim at more ; 
Above, beneath it, the juft limits fix ; 
And zealoufly prefer four lines to fix. 

Write, and re-write, blot ont, and write again, 
And for its /wiftnefs ne'er applaud your pen. 
Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket praife, 

Slow runs the Pegafus that wins the bays. 

Much time for immortality to pay, 

Is juft and wife; for /e/s is thrown away. 

Time only can mature the labouring brain ; 
Timeis the father, and the midwife pain: 

The fame good fenfe that makes a man excel, 
Still makes him doubt he ne'er has written well. 
Downright impofkbikties they feek: 

What man can be immortalin a week ? 

Excufe no fau't though beautiful, “twill harm ; 
One fault fhocks more than twenty beauties charm. 
Our age demands correQnefs ; Addifen 
And youthis commendable hurt have done. 

Now writers find, as once Achilles found, 
The whole is mortal, if aparts unfound. 

He that frites out, and Rrikes not out the bef, 

‘Pours lufre in, and dignifies the reft: 

Give eer fo little, if what’s right be there, 

We praife for what you bura, and what you /pare: 
The part you burn, fmells fweet before the fhrine, 
And is as incenfe to the part divine. 

Nor freguent write, though you can do it well: 
Men may too oft, though not too much, excel. 

A few good works guinfame ; more fink their price 5 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice; 

They granted you writ well, what can they more, 
Unlets you let them praife for giving o'er? 

Do boldly what you do, and let your page 
Smile, if it {miles, and if it rages, rage. 

So faintly Lucius cenfures and commends, 
That Lucius has no foes, except his friends. 
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Let fatire lefs engage you than applaufe ; 
I, thews a gen’rous mind to wink at Haws: 
Is genius yours? be yours a glorious end, 
Be your king's, countrys, truth’s, religion's friends 
The public glory by your own beget ; 
Run nations, run poftericy, in debt. 
And fince the fam’d alone make others live, 
Fir bawe that glory you prefume to give. 
If fatire charms, {trike faults, but {pare the man; 
*Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg’d too high ; 
Round your own fame the fatal {plinters fly. 
As the {oft plume gives fwiftnefs to the dart, 
Good-breeding fends the fatire to the heart, 
Painters.and jurgeons may the frudure {can3 
Genius and morals be with you the man: 
Defaults in thole alone fhould give offence ! 
Who {trikes the perfon, pleads his innocence. 
My narrow-minded fatire can’t extend 
To Codrus form; Via not fo much his friend: 
Himfelt thould publifh that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Let him be black, fair, tall, fhort, thin, or fat, 
Dirty or clean, I find no theme in that. 
Is that call'd dumour ? It has this pretence, 
’Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit, or fenfe. 
Unlets you boat the genius of a Swift, 
Beware of humour, the dull rogue’s lafl /bift. 
Can others write like you? Your tatk give o'er, 
*Tis printing what was publifh’d long before, 
1f nought peculiar through your labours run, 
‘They're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 
Think frequently, think clofe, read nature, turn 
Meus manners o'er, and half your volumes burn ; 
‘To nurfe with quick reflection be your f{trife, 
Thoughts born from prefent obje&ts, warm from life: 
When mok unfought, fuch in{pirations rife, 
Slighted by fools, and cherifh’d by the wile; 
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Expe& peculiar fame from thefe alone ; 

Thefe make an author, thefe are all your own. 

Life, like their bibles, coolly men turn o'er; 

Hence unexperienc’d children of threefcore. 

True, all men think of courfe, as all men dream; 

And if they flightly think, ’tis much the fame. 
Letters admit not of a half-renown ; 

They give you zething, or they give a crown, 

No work e’er gain’d true fame, or ever can, 

But what. did honour to the name of man. 
Weighty'the /ubjed, cogent the difcourfe, 

Clear be the /iyle, the very found of force ; 

Ealy the condud, fimple the defign, 

Striking the meral, and-the foul divine : 

Let nature, art, and judgment wit, exceed ; 

O'er learning reafon reign; oer that, your Creed: 

"Thus virtue’s feeds, at once, and laurels, grow; 

Do thus, and rife a Pope or a Defpreau: 

And when your genius exquifitely fhines, 

Live apts the full luftre of your lines : 

Parts but expofe thofe men who virtue quit ; 

A falling angel is a fallen wit; 

And they plead Lucifer's detefted caufe, 

Who for bare talents challenge our applaufe, 

Would you reftore juft honours to the pen? 

From able writers rife to worthy men. 


Eristve I, Vol. I. p. 199, 
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